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f.ONQUEST AND SELF-CONQUEST ^ 

OB, 

WHICH MAKES tHE HERO? 



CHAPTER I. 

« AjJ!^«< the loMfJUiV Mhoolbqj 
Witk hit Mtohal and ihuunff BMniuif £ae«.** 

Shaupxabb. 

•* Well, Frederic, are you ready V* 
*' Yes, papa ; are you going with me ?" 
*< Certainly, my siw. I will not leave you to 
make your first entrance into a public school 
alone." 

" And how long will you stay, papa ?" 
*'Just long enough to introduce you to ^our 
teacher, and giv^ hmi a list of your accomplish- 
ments. By-the-bjr" — and the speaker proceeded 
more lightly as he saw a tear twinkling in the eye 
of a lady who, having risen from the breakfast-ta- 
ble to prepare Frederic's satchel of books, now 
stood beside him — ** by-the-by, I should have ob- 
tained the list from your mother. What can he 
do, Mary r 

The lady saw his kind intention, and repaid it 
with a smile as she replied, *^What he can do 
with books Mr. Hulbert has already told you ; as 
for Ms other accomj^lmients, I can only give yen . 
his own report. He boasts that he can send an 
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arrow, a quoit, or a football farther than any one 
with whom he has played; and for a run and a 
jump, no one has yet come nesur him.'' 

<<Well, we can test his powers in the last at 
once. Down with your satchel, sir, and let us see 
you run and jump from that piazza. Here — give 
me the satchel. Now, one — two — three, and 
away." 

Frederic, with a laughing face, and a heart from 
which all thought of school was banished, obeyed 
his father's merry mandate, and did his best. He 
would have felt no little mortification could he 
have seen how little observation was given to his 
achievement. He had no sooner looked away than 
Colonel Stanley drew his wife within the break- 
fast parlour they had just left, saying, as he did so, 
"Now, Mary, no leave-taking. Our boy must not 
show himself at school with red eyes and a swollen 
face. Remember, he will return in a few hours." 
He turned, and was standing on the piazza as 
Frederic looked back to claim due honour for his 
agility. " Pretty well," he replieii to the appealing 
look; but now stand aside, you braggadocio, and 
see what can be done with a run and a jump." 

He threw the satchel he was holding into the 
yard, and the next minute had alighted far beyond 
Frederic's mark. 

" There, sir, mark that, and catch it if you can, 
when you come back this evening. Now, you 
m^qst pick up your satchel and walk briskly, or 
|i>u will be too late." Frederic obeyed, and by 
this manoeuvre all the sadneasi of a first departure 
» firom home to enter that mimic world— a school- 
was avoided. 
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Colonel Stanley had lately rettrmed home fiom 
one of our distant frontier nuUtary stations, where 
he had been five weary years, separated from wife 
and children. Gladly would Mis. Stanley have 
accompanied him, but this could not be ; for when 
he was ordered away, her own health was deli- 
cate, her youngest child a feeble infant of only a 
few weeks old, and it was the very depth of an 
unusually severe winter. They parted, however, 
with the expectation that a few mon^s would be 
the limit of their absence from each other. Sum- 
mer would then have come, the travelling would 
be easy, Mrs. Stanley's strength would be restored, 
and her infant able to bear some exposure and fa- 
tigue. But, before summer came. Colonel Stanley 
had sadly but firmly decided that a frontier mili- 
tary station was no place in which to form the 
minds and manners of his children. It would be 
" an o'er long tale" to recount all the reasons which 
led to this conclusion ; but it was formed on no 
slight grounds, and no sooner formed than com- 
mimicated, with all those reasons, to his sorrowing 
wife. Mrs. Stanley grieved at this prolonged sep- 
aration from her husband, for she was an afiec- 
tionate wife ; but she submitted to the judgment 
of him whom she reverenced as well as loved. 
She had ever been a tender and attentive mother, 
but she now devoted herself to her children with 
new ardour, for she felt as if they were a sacred 
deposite, intrusted to her care by their absent fa- 
ther, and the desire to approve herself worthy of his 
confidence mingled with a mother's earnest tender- 
ness and anxious feelings of responsibility. The 
best public instruction might have been obtained 
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in the town of H., in wbich she resided ; yet, fear- 
ing that her son would be exposed at a public 
school to the contaminating influence of evil com- 
panionship, she preferred securing for him the 
daily attendance of a good tutor at her own house. 

Frederic, who was only seven years old when 
his father left home, had been now for more than 
four years receiving lessons from a very able and 
judicious teacher, and few boys of his age could 
be found who had learned so much and so thor- 
oughly. This Colonel Stanley acknowledged ; yet, 
while doing so, and fully ap|Nreciatuig the excel- 
lence of his wife's motives in choosing a home 
education for their son, he did not quite agree with 
her in relation to its desirableness. . 

"True," he said, "my dear Mary, our boy's 
mind may thus be kept free from much evil, but 
this evil he must one day encounter ; is this the 
education which will best flt him for withstanding 
its influence ? Will not the temptatiims and trials 
of the school be a better preparation for the tenqyt- 
ations and trials of the world V* 

Mrs. Stanley yielded to her hmband's wishes, 
if she was not quite convinced by his argumei^, 
and it was decided that Frederic should attend a 
daynschool in H., kept by Dr. Wilby, a clergyman 
of high character and great attainments, whose 
health had obliged him to relinquish the duties of 
a pastor. This arrangement was, on Colonel. Stan- 
ley's part, a compromke between fak own opinions 
and his wife's feelings. He would have preferred 
sending his son to a distance from home, where, 
being no longer able to appeal to the judgment of 
his parents, he might acquire self-reliance and de 
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cision. But Mrs. Stanley, though she would not 
oppose her husband's wishes, could not readily 
consent to this arrangement. 

" If our boy," she said, " must be exposed to 
temptation, at least let him meet it fortified by the 
influences of home. Let him go forth each day 
shielded with a mother's^ prayers, and let him have 
the remembrance that at evening hour he is to 
meet a father's searching eye, to stimulate him in 
keeping himself blameless." 

And so Frederic went forth, as we have seen, to 
a day-school. 

Frederic's constant association with his mother 
and sister had given unusual gentleness to his man- 
ners, and this, it may be, had made Colonel Stan- 
ley more urgent in his desire to send him into 
rougher society. Such gentleness seemed too 
much akin to timidity to be altogether pleasing to 
one whose education and habits of life, as a mili- 
tary man, had tended to give to personal courage a 
great, perhaps an undue importance in the estimate 
of character. Yet none could look on Frederic 
Stanley's bright, bold brow— could mark how his 
cheek flushed and his eye sparkled at the narra- 
tion of a deed ef daring, widiout deling that his 
was no fearful spirit. 

2 
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CHAPTER n. 

** T<mtii at tii».prow aadiwfnofi at th* halfli.*> 

Ghat. 

Frederic kept pace with his father, though il 
required no slight exertion on his part to do so, till 
they were within a hundred yards of the scho<^ 
house. He then checked himself, and said, '* Stay, 
father, let me catch my breath. I shall want it, 
you know, to imswer Dr. Wilby's questions." 

Colonel Stanley walked more slowly. Lookuig 
at Frederic, he found his eyes Mrere fixed intently, 
and with a grave expression, on the building which 
they were approaching. "Well, Fred, how do 
you like it V* said he, playfully. 

" Not much, father. It has a very solemn look 
about it, and makes me feel afraid — " 

Had Colonel Stanley allowed Frederic to con- 
clude his sentence, and thus learned of what he felt 
afraid, he would not, perhaps, have looked quite so 
sternly as he replied, " Afraid ! That is a word, 
sir, I desire n^r to hear from you again, as it is 
a feeling which I hope you will never indulge." 

Frederic looked wonderingly in his father's face, 
but he had no time to ask any questions, as they 
were already at the door, which bore, engraved on 
a large brass plate, " Dr. Wilby's select school for 
young gentlemen." 

* The doctor was in his place, .&ough but few of 
his scholars were yet collected. He received 
Frederic very graciously, and his countenance 
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wore such an expression of benevolence, that, had 
the fears which Cc^oiiel Stanley so sternly rebuked 
borne reference to him, Frederic could not long 
ha 70 retained them. Colonel Stanley remained, 
according to his promise, till Dr. Wilby had so far 
acquainted himself with Frederic's acquirements 
as to assign him his place in the school. The 
classes to which he was attached were composed 
of boys older than himself, and, as this was re- 
marked by Dr. Wilby in a manner complimentaiy 
to him and somewhat reproachful to them, it is not 
surprising that they viewed with no friendly eye 
one who had thus occasioned them mortification. 
The displeasure thus excited was evidenced even 
before they left Dr. Wilby's presence, by their en- 
jojrment of any blunder into which Frederic's ig- 
norance of the manners and customs of a school 
betrayed him. These blunders were the result of 
Frederic's home education, in which he had felt 
himself the object of his teacher's undivided atten- 
tion. Mr. Hulbert had always invited his obser- 
vations on his lessons, and it was therefore with a 
perfect unconsciousness that he was doing any- 
thing singular, that Frederic, while studying his 
Latin lesson, turned to say, "flr. Wilby, these 
Grauls, of whonj Caesar speaks, are they the same 
with the people afterward conquered by the Franks, 
and from whom the French are sometimes called 
Gauls at this day r 

" The same, sir. But, Master Stanley, you must 
attend to one. thing at a time : your Latin, for the 
present ; history we will take at another timev"" 

Dr. Wilby said this with a qujet smile, which 
the sneering boys considered a sufficient vrsitBi^ 
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for their loud and taunting laugh. A quick rap oi 
Dr. Wilbjr's rule on the table before him restored 
silence. "I know not at what you are laughing, 
young gentlemen. Master Stanley's question 
showed a degree of intelligence and thought which 
I fear I shoidd vainly expect from any other of his 
class. I hope you will remember the information 
it conveyed." Poor Frederic ! He had again un- 
wittingly mortified his classmates, and, consequent- 
ly, stiU farther provoked their resentment. 

The* class in which Frederic had been placed 
consisted of three boys besides himself. Arthur 
Macon, the eldest of these boys, was almost four- 
teen. Arthur's father died in his infancy, and, as 
he was an only child, his mother had lavished on 
him all her tenderness. She had riches, and ev- 
ery luxury which they could command was show- 
ered upon her boy. How differently had Mrs. 
Stanley — an equally devoted mother — evinced her 
desire for her chilien's happiness. She had tried 
to interest them in rational pursuits, to teach them 
to think and feel cheerfully, to be contented even 
though somp of their wishes remained ungratified. 
Mrs. Macon, on the contrary, by striving to antici- 
pate Arthur's wiWies, by aiming ever to bestow on 
him new. gratification, had taught him that restless 
craving for something not yet possessed, which 
could not fail to produce a fretfid and dissatisfied 
temper. Differently educated, Arthur Macon's 
would have been a noble character, for he was 
affectionate ajad not ungenerous in his nature ; but 
we cannot wonder that the attention paid to his 
lightest wish at home, and the flattery won from 
the selfish and b&se-minded among his companions 
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abro ad, by *those indulgences which his very lib- 
eral supply of pocket-money enabled him to bestow 
on his favourites, should have made him vain and 
selfish, haughty and arrogant— -a perfect contrast 
to the frank, generous, joyous, and unpretending 
Frederic Stanley, Their characters were not 
more dissimilar than were Frederic's light brown 
curls, laughing blue eye, and skin of pearly — ^he 
said of girlish whiteness — to Arthur's black hair 
and eyes, and swarthy complexion. Arthur did 
not want talent, but he had never needed to exert 
it, for he had found no difficidty hitherto in keep* 
ing at the head of his class, and he had no higher 
ambition. 

When the class was called up for recitation, Ar- 
thur Macon held his usual place at its head, and 
Frederic Stanley was, of course, as a new-comer, 
placed at its foot. Their lesson, as Frederic's 
question about the Franks has probably already 
betrayed, was the translation of a part of Caesar's 
Commentaries. Arthur, having construed a sen 
tence with tolerable accuracy, commenced its trans- 
lation. Dr. Wilby's attention was withdrawn from 
him for a moment by an application from another 
pupil for some information, and an egregious mis- 
take passed without correction. Frederic, whose 
whole soul was intent upon the lesson, listened 
with surprise, wondered at Dr. Wilby's silence, 
and at last asked himself, " Can I be in error ?" 
He would not interrupt the other boys by a ques^ 
tion, but when it was his turn to be attended to", 
instead of beginning with his own sentence, he 
said, " Dr. Wilby, Arthur Macon said" — repeating 
Arthur's false translation — '*is this right?" Dr. 
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Will^ looked at Arthur. " Did you say so, sir?' 
« Yes, sir." He turned to Frederic : " No, sir, it is 
not right : now can you tell me what it should be ?" 
Frederic gave his translation. " Right, sir — go up." 
" Oh no, sir !" said Frederic, earnestly, " I do not 
want his place ; 1 only wanted to know if that was 
right." " Go up, sir," said Dr. Wilby, authorita- 
tively, and Frederic reluctantly walked up. 

Arthur Macon's face flushed, and he bit his lip 
with anger, for he felt himself disgraced, and no- 
thing could have made* him believe that this had 
not been Frederic's motive for calling Dr. Wilby's 
attention to what, but for his question, would have 
passed unnoticed. 

It was the custom of this school for the pupils 
to have an intermission of half an hour at 12 
o'clock, after which they resumed their studies, 
and continued in school till half past three, when 
they were dismissed for the day. On this day, 
Dr. Wilby proclaimed the intermission at the 
usual hour, and, charging the boys to be punctual 
in returning at half past twelve, left the room. 
Arthur Macon followed him to the door, and stood 
there in a listening attitude till the sound of his 
footsteps had died away ; then walking up to Fred- 
eric, l\e exclaimed fiercely, ** Now, sir, that your 
protector is gone, what did you mean by insulting 
me to-day ?" Frederic looked amazed. " I say, sir, 
what did you mean ?" demanded Arthur, with in- 
creasing passion. 

" Why, Macon," said Frederic, "you are crazy, 
man. I have done nothing to you." 

"Done nothing to md! It was nothing, was 
it, to make Dr. Wilby reprimand the whole clasa 



d by Google 



WHICH MAKES THS HERO 7 15 

beiinre Tisiters ; it was nothing to watch my words, 
and die very first mistake I made, instead of say- 
ii^ something at the time which would have called 
my attention to it, and made me correct what any 
fool might have seen was a blunder, to wait till it 
was too late lor that, and then make Dr. Wilby no-* 
tice it, that you might get my place. You shall 
not keep it, sir — I tell you that." 

'* I did not wish to take your place, as you call 
it, though I do not see why it belongs to you any 
more than to any other boy who can get it. It is 
mine for the present, and, in spite of your threat, I 
shall keep it, if I can." 

"You will, will you?" said Arthur, almost 
choked with rage ; ^' you set yourself up to be my 
equal, do you ? Well, sir, if you will go to the 
green behind the church after school, I will see 
i[ I can't beat you at something. , Will you go, sir ? 
Have you spirit enough to fight for your place ?" 

** Why, really, Arthur Macon, I dp not very well 
see what fighting has to do with my place in a 
Latin class." 

"Oh, you don't — ^you don't see what fighting 
has to do with your place in a Latin class" — and 
the enraged boy made a vain efiS^rt to imitate 
Frederic's calm tones. " I thought so— I thought 
you were a coward. Cowardice and meanness 
always go together." 

It is probable that, had all the boys been present, 
Frederic would have found some just and brave 
enough to take his part even against Arthur Ma 
con ; but before the scene we have been narrating 
had commenced, all were gone except a few of 
Arthur's most cringing flatterers, who were, of 
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course, his prime favourites. These now repeated 
the word coward, with every taunting expression 
and action which their various fancies could de- 
vise. Frederic tried to remember his mother's 
counsels against quarrelling and fighting, but his 
» very temples were crimson, his eyes flashed, his 
heart swelled, and he feared to open his lips lest 
the torrent of passion which he still smiggled to 
control should burst forth. At this moment of 
fearful strife with his own nature, one boy, who, 
more timid than the rest, had hitherto kept at the 
cuter edge of the circle and said nothing, gather- 
ing strength from what he thought to be Frederic's 
weakness, called out, " I could have told you he 
was a cowsyrd before : for I was walking behind 
him when he was coming to school this morning, 
and I heajrd' his father scold him for being afraid." 
And Frederic could not deny it-. He remem- 
bered it well. He had not understood his father 
then, but he understood him now. His father, 
too, thought him a coward. All self-command, all 
endeavour after it, was over : he would fight Arthur 
Macon — ^he would fight them all — ^he would fight 
the whole world. They might beat him— kill 
him, but his father, his own brave father, should 
never think him a coward again. How Frederic 
announced his determination — ^in what language 
he gave vent to his excited feelings, he could not 
afterward remember ; but the words came in such 
torrents, that from the moment he began to speak 
all others were still, and before the half hour's in- 
termission had expired, all the preliminaries had 
been agreed upon for a battle between Arthur and 
Erederic, which was to take place immediately af- 
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ter school, on the usual fighting-gnrand — the green 
behind th^ church. 

How Frederic got through his tasks in the after- 
noon we know not, but we fear that he scarcely 
held so high a place in Dr. Wilby's estimation at 
half past three as he had done at twelve o'clock. 

As soon as the school was dismissed Arthur 
stepped up to him. " Are you ready, sir V* " Yes," 
was the prompt reply ; and, accompanied by almost 
all the school, they set off for the place of meeting. 



CHAPTER HI. 

" Alu ! the bTeast that inly bleeds 
Hath naaght to dread from ontwaxd UoW' 

Btsor. 

That quiet green looked little like a fighting- 
ground. It had been originally intended for a 
graveyard, and, when the church was built, had 
been surrounded with a high brick wall, around 
the inner side of which the elm •tree and the weep- 
ing willow had been planted. It was scarcely 
completed before one of the elders of that congre- 
gation to which the church belonged had been laid 
to sleep under its sod. Very shortly after his 
death, a law had been passed prohibiting burials 
withiif the limits of the town of H., and thence- 
forth the green sod was never broken by the spade 
of the sexton. The body which had already been 
buried there was not, however, removed, and the 
white marble tablet which marked its place of rest 
remained the only memorial of the fiirst designa- 
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don of the groimd, which now daily echoed to th* 
voice of boyish glee and frolic, or, as on the pres** 
ent occasion, to the less pleasing sound of hc^fwf* 
passion. 

Do you wonder that they should give the reia 
to passion within sight of the church and the 
grave ? Do we not all &us ? Are there not 
churches all around us^ with their high steeples 
p<»nting up to heaven, reminding us of the God 
that dwells there, and whose commands are week- 
ly taught us from their pulpits ? Is not the grave 
ever opening at our feet? And yet, do these re- 
strain us from wrong doing ? No ; our restraints 
must come from witlun our own heart&f^from such 
an earnest love of Grod that we shaU need no 
church, no grave to remind us of His presence, or 
of how soon we may be called to give an account 
to him of our actions. If we are led at church to 
pray to him earnestly for this love, if we are taught 
in what way we may attain jt, the church has done 
for us all it can do. But we must not forget otur 
two heroes. 

There they stand, not far from the elder's grave, 
their coats and vests off, their headl^ bound with 
handkerchiefs, waiting the signal which is to bid 
them rush upon each other. Their companions 
circle them round, eager to see the fight. To 
Frederic all is new. Herein his home education 
has been greatty defective — he has never even 
seen a fight. He knows nothing of boxing, little 
of wrestling. The boys around have almost begun 
to pity him, as they nave discovered how utterly 
ignorant he is of ail connected with a fight, and 
^ve remembered that Arthur Macon — two yean 
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elder, and full a head taller than himself— was 
thought the strongest boy in school, and had taken 
lessees of it boxing-niaster. They had, in conse- 
quence, giren Frederic some kindly^meant hints. 
By their advice he had stripped off his coat and 
vest, and bound up his head. One of them, more 
generous than the rest, had even been willing to 
sacrifice the pleasure of seemg a fight, and had 
whispered to Frederic that, if he were in his {dace, 
he woidd tell Arthur he was sorry. " The wcnrst 
he could do, then," he added, '^ would be to call 
you a coward, and that's better than being beaten. 
Hard words break no bones, but hard faUs some- 
times do." 

And did Frederic take this advice ? From the 
time he entered the churchyard and the prepara- 
tions began, he had been deadly pale, yet he look- 
ed steadily on, and obeyed all the directions given 
him. His hand did not tremble, nor his eye wink. 
One thought was in his heart : " I will prove to my 
father that I am no coward." When his kind ad- 
viser would have had him avoid the encounter, he 
scarcely heard him till the word " coward" fell on 
his ear. He started then, and the blood rushed to 
his face, but it was only for an instant, and again 
he was pale and still. Frederic had been angry 
with Arthur, very angry, burthis had passed away : 
he thought of him now but as the cme through 
whom he was to prove his courage. He did not 
wish to hurt him ; he did not think much of what 
he was to do himself; his lieart was full of what 
he was to bear— of his resolution to endure any- 
thing, everirthing, to make his father feel that he 
Was not a coward. 
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Had Colonel Stanley always lived at home- 
had Frederic been accustomed to receive reproof 
from him — it is not probable that anjrthing he could 
have said would have awakened so deep and pow 
erful' a feeling. But, as we have already said, he 
had jiist returned after five years' absence, during 
which Mrs. Stanley had ever presented to her 
boy's mind his father as the object of his deepest 
reverence — his father's displeasure as his most 
grievous punishment — his father's approbation as 
his noblest reward. His father was a soldier — an 
approved soldier — and to be brave like him had 
been the summit of poor Frederic's boyish ambi- 
tion; and now, is it wonderful that the thought, 
"my father believes me a coward," should have 
had such power over him 1 

At length the signal was given, and the boys ad- 
vanced — ^Arthur with a quick, Frederic with a 
composed step. He scarcely made an effort to 
ward off the blows which were showered upon 
him, and it was not till he had felt them that he 
attempted to inflict any on Arthur. Then, with a 
natural instinct, he would have given blow for 
blow ; but, though he made the attempt with hearty 
good-will, it was so unskilfully done that scarce a 
blow found its mark. Such a contest could not 
last long, and it was accordingly but a brief minute 
before Frederic lay on the ground, blinded, stunned 
while the triumphant Arthur stood over him, ex 
claiming, " Have you had enough ? Will you ac 
knowledge that you're a coward now ?" 

" Never !" firmly responded Frederic, as he rose 
and prepared again for the struggle. He had 
learned something from the past : he was more on 



,y Google 



WHICH .MAKES THE HERO? 21 

the alert now — ^he avoided some blows and sue 
ceeded in giving some ; \)ut he was yet no match 
for Arthur, who had scarcely received a bruise 
when Frederic again lay at his feet, and this time 
bleeding from nose and mouth. - Soine of the larger 
boys now stepped forward, and their sympathy for 
Frederic thoroughly conquering their fears of Ar- 
thur, said warmly, as they assisted him to rise, 
" Give it up, Stanley ; you are no match for Arthur 
Macon, and you have proved that you are no more 
a coward than he is, let him call you so as much 
as he will." 

Arthur's better feelmgs had been aroused by 
Frederic's firm and manly spirit, and, had thiiB 
taunt not been uttered, he would, perhaps, have 
acted generously ; but this reflection on him si- 
lenced the good in him. He had read Frederic's 
feelings weU, and he knew that what he was about 
to say would wound him to the quick. " 'Twas 
not I only that called him coward : his own father 
called him so, and I am sure he must know him." 

Frederic threw off the restraining arms of his 
companions, and exclaiming vehemently, "No 
man shall call me coward," stood again in a pos- 
ture of defence. Arthur did not now strike him, 
but, catching him in his arms, aimed at throwing 
him. In this Frederic could play his part better. 
It was not ftill after many efforts that he was 
thrown, and then Arthur fell with him, though 
above him. The struggle had drawn them hither 
and thither, and it was at last on the elder's grave- 
stone that Frederic fell. He tried to hold Arthur 
till he could make an effort to rise with him, but 
one of his arms had fallen under him ; he could 
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not move it, and Arthur, soon escaping the grasp 
of the other, started to Ids feet. Frederic too 
moved as if he would have risen, but Arthur 
stooped over him, saying, " Not till you say you 
give up. I will not call you coward again." A 
faint smile passed over Frederic's face, but it was 
very feint, and as he moved again, a groan burst 
f<Nih. He turned so pale that Arthur' became 
alarmed, and asked quickly, *' What's the mat- 
ter — is it your head ?" 

"No — ^my arm — ^it is under me, and I cannot 
move it." 

The bo3rs had now all gathered around, and it 
was with the utmost gentleness that Frederic was 
raised and the arm withdrawn ; but every move- 
ment caused him such agonizing pain that he be- 
came sick and faint "Arthur, 1 give up now," 
said he, again trying to smile, "for my arm is 
broken." 

" Broken !" exclaimed the shocked Arthur ; " oh 
no, I hope not ;" and he took hold of the arm. 

While this was passing, one of the boys, whose 
home was very near the church, had hastened 
there to take his father's advice on what had best 
be done for Frederic. This gentleman, Mr. Mor- 
ton, was an acquaintance of Colonel Stanley, and 
was fortunately at home. He went back with his 
son, and finding Frederic still making painful ef- 
forts to rise, he bade him keep still, arranged a 
sling for his arm, and, calling in a passing labour- 
er, prepared, with his assistance, to take him home. 

" Home ! must I go home so ? My poor moth- 
er!" said Frederic, mournfully. 

**True, true," said Mr. Merton; "better tal^^ 
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faim to Dr. Mills's first; he will make him look 
somewhat better before his mother sees him." 

" But you will go fw: my father, sir, won't you— 
won't you please to go for my father at once, before 
my ann has anything done to it ?" 

Arthur stood by, penitent and silent, while all 
the other boys were eager in their offers of assist- 
ance. " Arthur," said Frederic, kindly, " you must 
not feel so badly ; you did not break my arm, you 
know — it was the gravestone that broke it." Tears 
rushed to Arthur's eyes, but he thought it was not 
manly to weep, and he twinkled them away. 

" Is there nothing I can do for you, Frederic ?" 

" Yes, Arthur, you can tell my father I am not 
a coward." 

"I will go with you, Frederic, on purpose to 
tell him so," said Ardiur, losing all fear of Colonel 
Stanley's anger to himself in his newly-awakened 
feelings for Frederic. And so they set off for Dr. 
Mills's, Frederic carried between Mr. Merton and 
the labourer whom4Le had called to his assistance, 
and Ardiur walking by his side. All the boys 
would have followed, but this was forbidden by 
Mr. Merton : so they gazed after Frederic as long 
as he was in sight, and then turned off with sad 
faces to carry Sie tale to their various homes. 
One group of tSese boys was met by Colonel 
Stanley, who, having observed that Mrs. Stanley 
lodced somewhat anxiously from the windows as 
the afternoon wore away without Frederic's ap^ 
pearance, had walked out, intending to look for 
him an4 send him home. . As he passed the boys, 
one of them said, in a tone quite loud enough to 
reach his ear, "Thatfs his fether." Believing 
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from this that they were Frederic's school-fellows, 
he stopped, saying, " Can any of yon tell me where- 
Frederic Staidey is, young gentlemen ?" 

" Oh, yes, sir," exclaimed every voice, each e*- 
ger to tell the story, " they have carried him to Dr. ' 
Mills's." 

«* Carried him to Dr. Mills's ! for what ? Was 
anything the matter with him ?" 

" His arm was broken, Mr. Merton said." 

" His arm broken ! How did it happen ?" ex- 
claimed Colonel Stanley ; then, before an answei 
could be given, he was hurr3dng to Dr. Mills's. The 
boys followed him, running to keep pace with his 
hasty strides, while they told him that Frederic 
had fought with Arthur Macon, and that Arthm 
Macon had throvni him and broken his arm. 

Colonel Stanley was too much agitated to think 
very collectedly, yet he cotild not but wonder what 
coidd have roused Frederic to a fight. Frederic, 
whose voice he had never heard since he came 
home except in an affectionate or a merry tone — 
whose clear whistle or ringing laugh made the 
music of his home — ^who hovered around his moth- 
er and sister with tenderness so like their own, 
that he had almost feared he would become too 
gentle. Colonel Stanley walked so rapidly that 
Siese .thoughts had scarcely more than darted 
through his brain when he arrived at Dr. Mills's 
house. The door was not yet closed through 
which Frederic and his bearers had passed when 
he appeared at it, and he entered the doctor's office 
without waiting to be announced. There lay Fred 
eric, with his face bruised and bloody, and his arm 
in a sling. His eyes were closed, and his lipa 
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pressed firmly together, as if he was determined 
hat no sound shoiild escape them. Dr. Mills 
stood beside him with a basin of warm water and 
a sponge. He saw Colonel Stanley before he had 
uttered a word, and, motioning to him to be still, 
proceeded tenderly to sponge off the congealed 
blood from Frederic's face. 

" Thank you, sir,'* said Frederic, in a half whis- 
per, without opening his eyes, as this was done. 

" Now bring the splints and bandages," said Dr. 
Mills to a young student who had been preparing 
them, " and we will set the arm at once. It will 
give you some pain, Frederic, but you must bear * 
it like a man." 

<< I should not mind the pain, doctor, if my father 
could only be here. Can't you wait, sir, till he 
comes ?" 

Dr. Mills had supposed that Frederic would be 
agitated at seeing his father, from fear that he' 
would reprove him, and therefore he had kept Col- 
onel Stanley from speaking. Perceiving now that 
ho had no such fear, he beckoned Colonel Stanley 
JO his side, and then said, " Open your eyes, Fred- 
eric, and see who is by ydh." 

Frederic obeyed, and, as Colonel Stanley met 
that thrilling look, he stooped and pressed his lips 
to his boy's forehead, that he might hide an emo- 
tion which men like not to betray. "Arthur — 
Where's Arthur ?" asked Frederic, in feeble tones. 
Arthur, who had withdrawn from the sofa only to 
give place to the doctor and Colonel Stanley, ap- 
proached. 

"Now, Arthur, tell papa. But, papa," added 
llhe generous boy, as he saw the stem look with 
3 
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which Arthur was regarded, " it was not Arthur's 
fault that I broke my arm." Arthur's right feelings 
were all aroused, and he replied, " But it was my 
fault that we fought at all, or quarrelled at all, 
Frederic. Frederic would not have fought, sir, if 
he could have helped it ; and yet, sir, Frederic is 
not a coward." 

" A coward ! And pray, sir, who thought my 
son was a coward ?" 

Arthiurwas somewhat abashed by this reception 
of his well-meant assinrance, and it was with hesi- 
tation that he replied, "The boys thought so at 
first, sir ; and — and one of them said he heard you 
scold him when coming to school this morning for 
being afraid, and I believe it was this that made 
Frederic fight." 

A pang darted through Colonel Stanley's heart 
as he exclaimed, " My poor boy ! And did a hasty 
word of mine cause you all this suffering ?" 

Frederic had been watching his father's face 
during Arthur's communication* He now said 
with eagerness, " Then, papa, you don't think me 
a coward ?" 

"No, my dear boy.«i I do not think that you 
very well understand what true coinrage is, and 
when you are quite well again we will talk about 
it ; but I am sure that you are no coward, and I 
have no doubt you will prove that you are not by 
the n^anner in which you will bear the operation 
of setting your arm." 

" I will not mind it at all Aiow, papa, if you will 
stay by me," and, in spite of pain, Frederic's coun- 
tenance was beaming with exultation as he spoke. 
«* Put, Arthur," he added, " you had better not star* 
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it will make you feel badly. Only tell the boys, 
Arthur, what my father says." 

Arthur gladly availed himself of this permission 
to )lepart, and Dr. Mills, who had been waiting for 
the termination of this scene that his patient might 
be quiet, immediately had Frederic placed on a 
mattress, on which he might be removed at any 
time to his father's house without any disturbance 
of the fractured arm. 

" Put your hand on me, papa — ^let me feel that 
you are by me," said Frederic, ^igain closing his 
eyes when this was accomplished. Colonel Stan- 
ley seated himself on the mattress, and laid his 
hand on Frederic's head. "Now, doctor, I am 
ready," said Frederic, in a steady voice, and the 
operation commenced. It was very painful, for 
the arm had been broken in two places, and the 
doctor feared that a little boy like Frederic would 
hardly be able to bear it without crying or strug- 
gling: but he was mistaken. Frederic was very 
pale; so pale, that Dr. Mills thought. more than 
once that he would faint ; but he made no move- 
ment — ^uttered no sound. There was one groan, 
but it came from Colonel Stanley as he heard the 
bones grit in his son's arm. As the doctor secured 
the last bandage, he said, "Frederic, you have 
borne it bravely — ^like a hero ; more bravely than 
your father; he has been the coward this time, 
Fred." 

Hoar deeply was the father's heart touched, as, 
unclosiAhis eyes, Frederic murmured in feeble 
tones, Vid I stand it well, papa ?" " Nobly, my 
boy, "was the proud reply, as Colonel Stanley bow- 
ed his head again to conceal his glistening eyes. 
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^ Now, then, tell mamma, poor mamma." 
Colonel Stanley fomid his wife already so anx- 
ious about Frederic that a broken arm was a relief to 
the much worse evils she had anticipated, and in 
telling his story, he so skilfully mingled praises of 
Frederic with the account of his misfortunes, that 
the mother wept almost as much from pride in her 
son's noble conduct, and joy at his father's admira- 
tion of it, as from sorrow at his sufferings. 

But even while she wept, Mrs. Stanley made all 
the preparations necessary for her boy's comfort, 
and when he was brought in on the mattress, at- 
tended by Dr. Mills himself, she was ready to re- 
ceive him with a composed and even cheerful 
manner. 



CHAPTER IV. 

i* I dan do aU whichittajr become a mui : 
Who dares do mora ia none.'*— Shaxbpiass. 

Frederic recovered rapidly fifom his bruises, 
yet it was more than three weeks before Dr. Mills 
considered it proper for him to walk about again. 
While he was thus confined to one room, he was 
not, however, alone. Besides the company of his 
mother and sister, one of whom was almost always 
with him, he had visits from several of his school- 
fellows--from none so frequently as frcm Arthur 
Macon ; and his father, when tfthe houSpassed 
much of his time at his bedside. As he iinSsitting 
there one morning, Frederic said, << Papa, you told 
me at Dr. Mills's, the day my arm was broken, that 
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you did not think I knew what true couragre was, 
and that when I got well you would talk to mo 
about it. Can you not tell me now what it is V 

" Yes, my son ; but, before I tell you what it is, I 
should like to hear what you think it is ?" 

" What I think it is ?** repeated Frederic ; " why, 
it is — ^it is — stay, let me consider ;" and Frederic 
paused for a moment, while his father looked smi- 
Ungly but silently in his face. "Well, papa, I 
thmk true courage is when a man is not afraid 
c^ any person, not oi ever so many people, but 
will fight them all, just as you were not afraid when 
you met all those Indians, with such a very few 
men on your side ; and when your men would have 
tried to get off, you made them stay and fight till 
the Indians themselves were glad to run away. I 
think that was true courage." 

" And is that all, Frederic V asked Colonel Stan- 
ley, still smilingly. ' 

" Why, papa, I don't know anything else ; f<» if 
a person is not afraid of any man or of a whole 
army of men, he certainly wiU not be afraid of any- 
thing else : he will not be afraid of horses or dogs, 
or of lions or tigers even." 

Colonel Stanley laughed as he replied, " I am 
not so sure of that, Fred. I should nmch rather 
meet even an army <^ Indians than a band of lions 
and tigers. But, to be serious, have you ever 
•bought, Frederic, that there were things of which 
men wj^more afraid than of any bodily pain — 
more a^Pu even than of death ?" 

Frederic fixed his eyes earnestly on his father 
as he answered, " No, papa, I did not know there 
were." 
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** Have you ever Heard, my son, of two men go- 
ing out together to fight what is called a duel — that 
is, to stai^ up and shoot at each other ?" 

"Yes, papa." 

"And you have probably thought them very 
courageous to stand up and be shot at, have you 
not?" 

« Yes, sir." 

" And yet, my dear boy, in nine cases out of ten, 
it was nothing but fear that kept them steady- 
fear of being ridiculed— of being thought coward- 
ly ; and this fear — ^this real cowardice — ^when aU 
&eir anger, perhaps, had passed away, made them 
do what they would have given worlds to avoid." 
Colonel Stanley paused. Frederic was deeply in- 
terested. 

He had not removed his eyes from his father's 
face while he was speaking, and he now impa. 
tiently asked, " Well, papa, what is true courage ? 
who is courageous, if people that fight are not ?" 

" He that is truly courageous, my son, fears but 
two beings in the universe." 

" Two, papa !" exclaimed Frederic, in surprise ,• 
" I thought the man of true courage feared oidy 
one — only Grod." 

" God and himself, my son." 

"Himself!" ejaculated Frederic. 

" Yes, Frederic, he fears lest his own rash* pas- 
sions or mistaken views may lead him into wrong 
doing ; but, once assured that he is righ^Ap cares 
not for one man or for many men. He^^es not 
for their threats or blows, as you have said ; but 
neither does he care for their rijicule or contempt. 
Once certain that his course is r^[ht, he will not 
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Step from it for all that they can s^y or do. Now 
Frederic, do you not see that true courage may foe 
shown in other things besides fighting — nay, that 
sometimes he who will not fight shows more cour- 
age than he who does V 

• ** Yes, papa ; and I am thinking — ^" Frederic 
paused. 

" Thinking what, my son ?" 

" That, after all, I would have shown more cour- 
age in not fighting Arthur Macon than in fighting 
him.»' 

" I see you understand me, Frederic, for that is 
a good illustration of what I mean. In not fight- 
ing Arthur Macon, because you felt it would be 
wrong to do so ; in being wiUmg to endure ridiciile 
and contempt from the boys, and even to be mis- 
judged, as you feared you would be by me, rather 
than do wrong, you would have shown a much 
higher degree of courage than in fighting him. 
Yet I do not blame you," Colonel Stsmley added, 
as he saw Frederic look down abashed, "for it 
was a degrpe of courage scarcely to be expected 
from a litfle boy who was undergoing his first trial, 
and who had never thought much on this subject." 

" But when will a man of true courage fight, 
papa ?" 

"Whenever, Frederic, he feels that the right 
demtmds it. When he sees a weak person op- 
pressed or ill treated, he will take his part ; when 
danger threatens his friends or his country, he will 
be amctog the foremost to meet and to repel it ; and 
if, in' the defence or support of what is right, he is 
compelled to stand alone against many threatening 
arms, it will move him as little from his onward 
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course as when^ in pursuing the same rights he 
stood alone amid many scoffing tongues and sneer 
ing lips." Colonel Stanley spoke with energy. 
After a short pause he resumed, *' I speak to you, 
Frederic, with much interest on this subject, for on 
your possession of this one single quality^ — true 
courage, depends in a great degree your success — 
nay, my son, more than your success, your worth 
as a man." 

"Why, papa, are cowardly men never good 
men?" 

" They may have good feelings, Frederic — ^ami- 
able dispositions; but feelings — dispositions, are 
little to be depended on, add little to a man's worth, 
if fear — fear of the world's laugh or the world's 
frown — ^will make him suppress them or act in op- 
position to them. My beloved boy," here Colonel 
Stanley drew near the bed, and, putting his hand 
on Frederic's head, looked earnestly, solemnly, 
into his face, " when the time comes for you to go 
forth into life — ^to act the part of a man — ^youi; fa- 
ther's duties as a soldier may have called him far 
away from you, remember then his words : That 
which you are convinced is right, do ; that which 
you are convinced is wrong, avoid, without regard 
to the frowns or the smiles of any or of all otliers : 
only so can you prove yourself a brave man — only 
so, Frederic, can you be a free man." 

His father's solemnity awed Frederic's spirit, and 
it was in a low, earnest tone that he repeated, " A 
freeman, papa ?" 

" Yes, Frederic ; he who rules another through 
fear, whether that fear be of his ridicule or of Us 
bodily strength, is his master : the man so ruled is 
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a slave. Will you remember what I hare said, 
my son ? Will you promise me to endeavour al- 
ways to be in this sense a freeman 1" 

" Yes, papa, I will," said Frederic. 

" Then, Frederic, will you remove a great car© 
from your father's mind ; for while you keep this 
promise, I have no doi^t of your doing well, in 
every sense of the expression." 



CHAPTER V. 

** BegiB, be bdUi and Tentiixe to be wiie.''— -Cowlbt 

In the morning of the day on which Frederic 
returned to his school, his mother came into his 
room quite early, and said, " Frederic, your fath^ 
has told me of his conversation with you. You 
now understand, my dear boy, what true courage 
is. You will, I hope, have this true courage, and 
never let any fear of what men may say or do, 
cause you to do what would be displeasing to 
God, or what your own heart tells you is not right. 
But you will have many trials, Frederic, both now 
and when you are a man. Then you will proba- 
bly be far away from your parents, and their teach- 
ings might be forgotten ; but I am going to give 
you something which, being always about you, 
may meet your eye when you are tempted, and 
aid you to resist the ^temptation, by bringing to 
your mind the lessons you have now received.** 
Mrs. Stanley took Frederic's hand in hers as she 
spoke, and drawing from her own finger a plain 
gold ring, put it upon one of his 
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•* But, mother, what shall I do when my firmer 
grows too large for it ?" asked Frederic. 

" It now fits your largest finger : it will probably 
never be too small for your smallest ; shoiild it be- 
come so, you must put another in its place ; but I 
would rather you should always be able to wear 
this veiy one, Frederic, that when you look at it, 
you may say to yourself, my mother placed it there 
as the seal to my father's instructions, and the token 
that their blessing was upon me so long as I ob- 
served those instructions." 

Frederic's appearance among his school-fellows 
was hailed with great pleasure by them all, and by 
none more than by Arthur Macon. 

We have said that Arthur had visited Frederic 
frequently durmg his confinement to the house. In 
Ar^ur an affectionate aiid naturally not ungenerous 
temper had been spoiled by a fond mother's weak 
indulgence; but all his good feelings had been 
touched by Frederic's kin^ess to him — ^his efibrts 
to avoid giving pain to one who had caused him 
so much suffering. At first Arthur's visits were 
intended as a sort of repayment of th'ts kindness. 
He went to amuse Frederic, not to please himself. 
After a while, however, he became really attached 
to Frederic ; and though he often diflfered from him 
in his opinions, and despaired of ever being so 
amiable as his friend, he sometimes almost wished 
he could be. Frederic, on his part, loved Arthur 
sincerely, admired his talents and spirit, and though 
he coiild not deny that he had some faults, he al- 
ways repeated to himself, and sometimes to others, 
that Arthur had not been told of them, and believed, 
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with a boy's sanguine feelings, that he would cor* 
rect them as soon as he was. . 

It was not quite nine o'clock, the school hour, 
when Frederic agsdn approached Dr. Wilby's 
door. Two or three boys were coming from an 
opposite direction, and he stopped to speak to 
them before he entered the gate. They also saw 
and quickened their pace. One, Arthur Macon, 
sprang before the rest with extended hand, ex* 
claiming, " Fred ! out again, my boy ? How glad 
I am to see you. How is the arm — ^well as ever ?" 
seizing the lately fractured arm by the elbow. 
'^ Not quite as strong as it was, Arthur, but Dr. 
Mills says it soon wiU be." 

The other boys had now reached Frederic, and 
greeted him with much cordiality and no little 
noise. 

" Ready for a fight again, Fred ?" cried one of 
them. 

" No," said Arthur ; " before Fred fights again, 
he must take boxing-lessons from me. Till he has 
done that, I will fight all his battles." 

" Thank you, Arthur," said Frederic, laughiog ; 
*' but I do not mean to have any battles to fight, 
though I will take the boxing-lessons from you 
with pleasure." 

" But what do you want with boxing-lessons if 
you do not mean to fight V 

" Why, though I do not mean to fight, I shall 
not sufier myself to be beaten if I can help it ; and, 
besides, I would like to feel myself, and have other 
people feel too, that, if I do not fight, it is not be- 
cause I cannot." 

** And, pray, what is it for, then 1" asked one of 
the boys. 
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'< Because I do not think it xight." 

" Because you do not think it right ! Not think 
it right to fight when you are imposed upon !" ex- 
claimed all the boys together, except Aithur, who 
remained silent, though he looked as little satisfied 
as any. 

" I do not mean to be imposed upon,** said Fred- 
eric, as he looked around him with a smiling, yet 
spirited countenance. 

« How will you help it, if you don't fight r 

" Did I not tell you that I woiUld not be beaten 
if I could kelp it ; but I will never be such a cow- 
ard as to fight again with no better reason than 
that which made me fight Arthur Macon." 

"Such a cowsurd as to fight! What does he 
mean, Arthur ? I don't understand him." 

" Nor I, very well," replied Arthur. " What do 
you mean, Stanley ?" 

" Why, Arthur, you know that if I had not been 
afraid of what the boys woiild say or what my fa- 
ther would think, I would not have fought you the 
other day. Now I never mean to be afraid again, 
as long as I live, so I never mean tp fight except 
for some better reason than I had then — some rea- 
son that will make me feel myself that I aip right." 

The boys looked upon each other in silence for 
a minute ; then, just as the bell began to sound, one 
of them said to Arthur, " Do, Macon, tell me what 
Stanley means, for I don't understand him now." 

" Oh," said Arthur, as they walked towards the 
schoolroom, " he means that he won't fight you, 
but, if you knock him, hell knock you back." 

Frederic laughed as he said, " That's not it ex- 
actly, Merton ; I won't let you loiock me, as Arthur 
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cfiUs it, if I hare strengdi to prevent you ; and if 
I hare not, I shall think that, in attacking one 
weaker than jrourself, you are the coward, md 
not I.'' 

Dr. Wilby inquired how Frederic was, and ex- 
pressed his pleasure at seein? him again in the 
school. This was the only sdlusion he made to 
what had passed till he was about to dismiss the 
school in the afternoon, when a request that mas- 
ters Arthur Macon and Frederic Stanley would re- 
main for a few minutes, led the boys to suppose 
that some punishment was about to be inflicted on 
these culprits for their past transgression of rules. 

When all the others had passed out and they 
were left alone. Dr. Wilby spoke very gravely to 
Frederic and Arthur of the offence which they 
had committed, assuring them that, under ordinary 
circumstances, he should have felt it his duty to 
mark his displeasure at their conduct in some very 
serious manner ; as it was, he bought they had 
been, for this time, sufficiently ptmished — ^the one 
in suffering, the other in inflicting so much pain ; 
but he must demand from them a promise that, 
while attached to his school, they would not be 
again guilty of such a misdemeanour. " Do you 
understand me, Master Macon ? Will you prom- 
ise me, sir, that this shall not be repeated ?" 

Arthur's face flushed, and he looked down with- 
out speaking. Dr. Wilby looked at him a moment, 
and men, glancing his eye from him to Frederic 
Stanley, said, ^' I do not know how matters stand 
now between you two young gentlemen. Such a 
promise may seem to imply some concession if 
you are stiU at vsffiance. If so, the concession 
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sIiQ'uld be demanded first, perhaps, of the young- 
est." 

" There is no quarrel now, sir, between Arthur 
and me," said Frederic, seeing that Dr. Wilhy sup- 
posed there was, from Arthur's hesitation. 

<< I am glad to hear it, sir ; it will then be easier 
for you to make the promise I demand. Do you 
make it ? I am sure you must yourself feel ita 
propriety." 

" Yes, sir," said Frederic, promptly ; " and 1 
will promise never to fight if I can help it." 

" If you can help it ?" repeated Dr. Wilby, in 
quiringly ; " what do you mean by that, sir ?" 

" I cannot say I never will fight at all, sir," said 
Frederic, seriously, "because even my mother 
says there are some cases in which it would be 
right. But I wiU promise never to fight except 
when I am quite sure it is right ; and that is what 
I mean hy if I can help, t7." 

"Veji^ well, sir," said Dr. Wilby, smiling at 
Frederic's reasoning ; " I hope we shall not £ffer 
about these ca^es, none of which are, in my opin- 
ion, very likel^ to occur to a schoolboy. And 
now. Master Macon, what do you say ?" 

" That I will promise as much as Frederic does, 
sir ; that I will not fight if I can help it." 

Dr. Wilby looked hard at Arthur as he said, 
" With a very difierent meaning, I fear, sir, from 
Frederic's. Well, I will promise that I will not 
punish you if I can help it ; so now we understand 
each other. Good afternoon, young gentlemen." 

They made their bows, and walked together 
firom the school. 

" Fred, what a lucky thing^it was for me that 
you made that prim speech." 
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•* What prim speech, Arthur ?" 

" Why, that you would not fight if you could 
help it — ^it was such a cs^ital come off for me." 

" Arthur," said Frederic, gravely, " why should 
it be only a come off? I am sure you think I am 
ffght : why will you not resolve as I have done ?" 

" Oh, Fred, it's all right enough for you, but it 
would not do for me at all." 

" But why not, Arthur ?" persisted Frederic ; " I 
am sure you are brave enough to do what you 
think right, without being afraid of other people.* 

" Afraid !" ejaculated Arthur, in a contemptuous 
lone. " Yes ; but then, Frederic, I never could be 
like you, so good-tempered and reasonable ; I will 
get into a passion, and abuse people every now and 
5ien ; and after you have abused a boy, then to re- 
fuse to fight him would be too sneaking — don't you 
think so yourself?" 

" I don't know what to say to that," said Fred- 
eric, puzzled for an instsmt ; ^* but stay, Arthur, let 
us thmk what is r^ht,^^ Then, after a Uttle thought, 
he resumed, " No, Arthur, I don't think it would be 
sneaking at all, if you felt you were wrong, to tell 
him so, and ask his pardon ; and then, you know, 
there could be no fight." 

" Tell him so, and ask his pardon !" ejaculated 
Arthur ; " not till I had whipped him, Fred, and 
then I would do it as quick as anybody." 

" But suppose he whipped you, Arthur ?" 

" There are not many who can do that," said 
Arthur, proudly. 

" But some might." 

'* Oh, then I must try it again ; and if he is too 
•trong for me in one way, why we must take 
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another. You know they say a weak man is aa 
good as a strong one when it comes to shooting." 

"Arthmr, how can you talk so? and you are 
speaking now of a case in which you would know 
yomself to be in the wrong." 

"Well, Frederic," said Arthur, getting warmer 
as he felt that he could not sustain his cause, " it 
is of no use talking about it : I will not be a cow 
ard." 

" Do you think me a coward, Arthur ?*' 

" No, Frederic ; no one who knows you as 1 
do can think you so ; but some who do not know 
you well, may." 

" My father says they will know liie in time, 
and that, till they do, I must try not to care for 
them — at least, not to let fear of them"— Frederic 
laid great stress on the word fear — ^^ make me do 
wrong." 

The boys had reached Mr. Stanley's door, and 
they parted, Frederic fearing that it would not be 
quite so easy to correct Arthur's faults as he had 



CHAPTER VI. 

"Hell gentle, but not feaxfuL"— Shaxspsase. 

Frederic's arm grew strong. He took boxing 
lessons of Arthur Macon, and fencing lessons, b^ 
his father's wish, from a good master, and the boyp 
felt before long — ^to use Fredofic's own language — 
that if he did not fight, it was not because he could 
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not. As Arthtir Macon was now his firm friend, 
and his kind feelings and obliging disposition pre- 
vented his giving just cause of complaint to any 
of his companions, it did not seem probable that, 
while at school, his principles on this subject 
would be tried. But improbable things do some- 
times happen, and so did this. 

The youngest boy attending Dr. Wilby's school 
was William Spencer, an orphan, feeble in consti- 
tution, and gentle and timid in temper Since the 
death of his mother, which had occurred about a 
year before the incident we are going to relate, he 
had lived with an uncle, who seemed a stem, harsh 
man, and whose eldest son was also one of Fred- 
eric's fellow-pupils. James Thome seemed to 
have inherited his father's temper. He was pas- 
sionate, overbearing, and, to his little cousin, tyran- 
nical. Mr. Thome had forbidden these boys re- 
maining on the play-ground for more than an hour 
after they were dismissed frcHn school in the after- 
noon. Too much accustomed to his son's false- 
hood to place any reliance upon his word, he had 
exacted from William a promise of punctuality 
with much formality and many threats — ^threats 
which, to the poor boy, who till lately, had known 
nothing rougher than his mother's gentle rebuke, 
were terrifying indeed. The very day on which 
this conunand was given had been appointed for a 
famous game of ball, which was to be played be- 
tween the boys of Dr. Wilby's school and those 
of another school in the same street. Both schools 
were dismbsed at three o'clock ; but so much time 
was taken up in getting to the play-ground and ar- 
tanging all the preliminaries of the game, that 
4 
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when the clock struck four, the hour at which, 
according to their promise, James Thome and 
William Spencer were to return home, the play 
had just commenced. William sighed at this in- 
terruption of his pleasure, but without a thought 
of disobedience, dropped his bat and picked up 
his satchel. 

" Why, what are you going to do, William ? ' 
asked one of the boys. 

" Going home," said William. " Unde Thome 
told me I must not stay a minute longer than one 
hour after school." 

James Thome heard him and came up, bat in 
hand. "What's that you say, sir, about going 
home ?" he asked, in an excited tone. 

" Cousin James, it's four o'clock, and you know 
what your father said." 

" Well, my father didn't say we must come home 
at four o'clock, did he ?" 

" No ; but he said we must come home in one 
hour, and you know school was out at three." 

" And how is he to know at what hour school 
was out, unless you tell him ?" 

" He will ask me, I am sure he will," said poor 
William, looking at the church clock as if frighten- 
ed abready at the time that had passed. 

" Well, if he does ask you, can't you say you 
don't know ? I am surel don't, for I have heard my 
father say a hundred times that clock was no 
guide," looking up at the church steeple as he 
spoke. 

" Oh, cousin James, do let me go," said the now 
almost weeping boy ; " your father will whip me 
with that great whip, and I can't tell him a story — 
indeed I can't." 
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*' And do jou mean to say, sir, that I tell stories T . 
jrou are a liar yourself if you do ; and now, sir, if 
vou dare to move a single step till I give you 
leave, I'll give you a worse thrashing with my bat 
than ever my father did with his whip ; so now 
go, if you dare.** 

William burst into tears as the young t3rrant turn- 
ed away, sobbing out, " Oh, what shall I do — ^what 
shall I do?" 

Several boys had heard the dialogue, and were 
now gathered around William. Among these was 
Frederic Stanley. He felt a peculiar interest in 
William, for A&s. Spencer had been an intimate 
friend of his own dear mother, who often pitied 
the orphan boy. 

" Do what is right, William," said Frederic ; " if 
you promised your uncle to go home, go." 

William looked at him gratefully as he took a 
step homeward ; but James Thome had heard him 
too, and, rushing back, he seized William by the 
arm, saying passionately, << You shall not stir a 
step, sir, I tell you." 

Frederic now interfered again : " Thome, let him 
go ; if you keep him here against his will, I will 
go myself to your father, and tell him the whole 
affair. William shall not be whipped without any 
fault of his own." 

" What business is it of yours, sir ?" 

" It is everybody's business to keep a poor little 
boy, who is too weak to fight his own battles, from 
being ill treated." 

" So you mean to fight his battles, do you ? Very 
well, sir, I am ready to fight you ;" and he stepped 
iq> to Frederic, leaving William free. 
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** Run, William, mn," cried a dozen voices at 
once, while Frederic intercepted every movement 
which Thome made again to seize his victim. It 
was but an instant that this was necessary, for 
William made good use oi his freedom, and fear 
lending him wings, it would very soon have been 
impossible for Thome to overtaJce him. Doubly 
enraged by disappointment, he turned again upon 
Frederic, " Do you mean to fight me, sir ?'* 

" No, Thome, you know I will not fight you." 

" You're a cowardly, sneaking — ^" 

" If I had been afraid of you, Thome, I would 
not have taken poor William's part." 

" 111 knock you down, sir ;" and Thome raised 
Ms bat as he spoke. 

" That's easier said than done," was Frederic's 
quiet rejoinder, as, seizing the arm in which the bat 
was, he held it suspended in the air. Thome 
raised the other arm tmreateningly^ — ^it was also seiz- 
ed ; he attempted to kick — ^with the trick of a prac- 
tised wtestler, Frederic trilled him, and, supporting 
him by the arms he still held in such a manner as 
to prevent his having a very hard fall,' laid him at 
his length upon the ground. " Now, Thome, you 
see it is of no use to attack me ; but I do not wish 
to hurt you, and if you will promise to be quiet, you 
shall get up. Will you promise ?" A sidky " yes" 
was with some difficulty obtained from the pros** 
trate boy, and Frederic let him rise, saying, " Wil- 
liam is at home by this time ; and when your pas- 
sion is over, instead of being angry with me, you 
will feel very fflad that I ^ not let you strike 
him." 

He received no reply but an angry look a* 
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Thome passed out of the yard. The other boys, 
however, were all loud in their acclamations of his 
self-possession and his skill. 

" That was well done, Stanley," they vociferated. 
" Yes, Fred, that was well done," said Arthur Ma» 
con ; " but suppose Thome had been the strongest 
— ^what would you have done then ?" 

" Why, if none of you had been willing to help 
me, I must then have taken his blows : they would 
probably have been no worse than I should, in that 
case, have got in.fighting him." 

" But in fighting you would have had the com- 
fort of knowing that you gave him some." 

" The comfort of knowing that I had done wrong ! 
Sorry comfort, Arthur." 

" And would you just have stayed quietly, and 
let that boy beat you, if you had not had strength 
enough to ward ofi* his blows ?" 

" No, Ar&ur, I should not have stayed quietly. 
If I could not have kept off his blows, I should cer- 
tainly have tried to return them ; that, you know, 
would have been very different from a regular fight. 
My father says, when another perAn attacks you, 
it is self-defence to do what you can to keep them 
from hurtipg you, and self-defence is always right." 

" Whfl Fred, you talk like a lawyer. Do you 
mean to be one ?" 

"Be a lawyer! Oh, no." 

"What then?" 

"I do not know yet, exactly — ^I have not quite 
made up my mind ; but either a soldier or a sail- 
or." 

"Whew— w — w!" whistled Arthur. "A sol- 
der or a sailor, and not fight !" 
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" Not fight, Arthur, without a good reason ; not 
fight, unless I feel that it is right — ^that some good 
object is to be gained by it Soldiers and sailors 
fight to defend their country, and that is a good 
reason." 

<* Fred, I tell you you should be a lawyer." 

" And I tell you I won't " 

" Well, if you go in the army or navy, so will I," 
said Arthur, laughing, " if it be only to see how 
you get along without fighting. So let me know 
when you have made up your mind which it is to 
be." 



CHAPTER VII. 

''•Here do I diooM, and thiive I as I maj." 

Shakspbjlbk 

When Frederic was fifteen, Colonel Stanley 
thought it was time that he should decide on the 
profession wlii^ he would desire to pursue, as his 
choice would influence very greatly the course of 
his studies. He had long fcaown that Frederic's 
inclinations pointed either to the army or navy. 
This he regretted ; for, like most men, even while 
attached to his profession, and feeling it the best 
of all others for himself, he had an exaggerated 
opinion of its inconveniences, and would have pre- 
ferred some other for his only son. He would not, 
however, influence Frederic in a matter so impor- 
tant to his individual happiness, farther than by 
pointing out, as 'fully and as fairly as he could, the 
advantages and disadvantages of each line of life 
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which was open to him. This he did when, as 
we have ahready said, Frederic was fifteen, very 
seriously and eamesUy. He requested him to 
take time for his decision, as it was too important 
to be made hastily ; he would rather not receive it 
under a week. Mrs. Stanley was present at this 
conversation, and difficult, indeed, was it for her to 
forbear some attempt to influence her son to such 
a choice as would ensure his remaining at home ; 
but she had promised her husband to refrain from 
doing so, and she was silent. She was silent; 
but scarce could any words have said more than 
the half-smothered sigh which met Frederic's ear 
as his father reminded him that, in choosing a mil- 
itary life, he would relinquish all command over 
his own time and movements, and must expect to 
spend most of his life at a distance from home. 

It was very wise in Colonel Stanley to wish 
that Frederic should take a week to think on a 
subject so important as this, knd yet, at the end of 
the week, poor Frederic was no nearer to a decis- 
ion than he had been at the beginning. His de- 
sire was for the sea. Mrs. Stanley had a brother 
who was a naval officer of high rank, and in his 
occasional visits, Frederic had hung with breath- 
less interest on his narratives of the adventurous 
and exciting incidents of a sailor's life. The care- 
less mirth, which forgot, in the enjoyment of a 
sunny day, the just-escaped shipwreck or the 
coming storm — ^the chivalric spirit with which ev- 
ery nerve was braced, when the occasion required, 
to meet the strife of elements or the strife of men 
— ^the storm or the battle — ^had wonderful charms 
for an animated and high-spirited boy. Yet Fred- 
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eric had hitherto felt that the sea was to him a for- 
bidden hope, fearing that his mother would be 
deeply pained by such a choice. But now his 
father had spoken of this choice as possible-^-as 
permitted ; nay, he had said that he did not doubt 
being able, through the interest he could command 
at Washington, to procure him a midshipman's 
warrant. Ever, as Frederic arrived at this point 
in his reflections, his heart would beat, his cheek 
flush, his eye kindle, and he was for a moment 
resolved ; but then would come the remembrance 
of his mother's low, quivering sigh, and his reso- 
lution and his pleasure would fade away, as he felt 
that his gratiflcation was to be purchased by her 
pain. 

Thus passed the week, and, still undecided, 
Frederic obeyed his father's summons to the par- 
lour, where he and Mrs. Stanley awaited his im- 
portant communication. Colonel Stanley saw that . 
his son was agitated, and endeavoured to put him 
at his ease by his own cheerful voice und manner 
as he said, " Well, Frederic, how is it ? Am I to 
send you to college, and be paid hereafter in law- 
yers' pleas or doctors' pills, or am I to take a young 
ensign back to the army with me, or to send your 
uncle a midshipman ?" 

Frederic smiled — opened his lips to speak — but 
his thoughts were strangely confused, and he could 
not find a word with which to begin. 

" Speak, my son. I only desire to know what 
are your wishes. These it cannot be difficult for 
you to tell." 

"I know what I wish, papa; but — '* Frederic 
paused. 
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•* Well, my son, let us hear what you wish first , 
we will have the buts afterward. Now, then, what 
b your wish ?" 

*' To be in the navy, papa." 

Colonel Stanley glanced at his wife, and saw 
that she had drawn, back so that Frederic could 
not see her, and covered her face with her hands 

" And now, what are^ the buts, Frederic ?" 

Frederic lowered his eyes as he replied, " I was 
afraid mamma would not like me to go— that it 
would grieve her." 

" Your mother will doubtless grieve when her 
boy leaves her to go out and try the world for him- 
self, in whatever profession it may be ; and as there 
are peculiar trials attached to a sailor's life, she 
may well wish that you had chosen another. But 
your mother is too wise not to know that very 
much of your success and comfort in life depend 
upon your carr3dng into your pursuits that hearty 
good-will which you could not feel for employ- 
ments prescribed by another, and to which your 
own inclinations were opposed. I need not add, 
Frederic, that your mother loves you too well not 
to reconcile herself readily to what is for your ad- 
vantage." 

Colonel Stanley had spoken to Frederic, hut for 
his wife. Mrs. Stanley felt this, and when he 
added, "Come, Mary, you must set Frederic's 
mind at rest, and let him see that he has not quite 
such a cowardly mother as he thinks for," she 
commanded herself and spoke cheerful words, 
though in a tremulous voice. Frederic's heart 
flung aside all fear and doubt as he heard those 
words, and again and again he kissed his mother 
6 
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in his gladness and gratitude as he repeated, 
" How good it is in you, mamma, to let me go— ^ 
how very good !" 

Colonel Stanley saw by the quivering of his 
wife's lip that she could not much longer control 
her tears, and he exclaimed, <* Well, well, be off 
now : I should think your mother would be gl^d 
to get rid of such a pest. See Arthur Macon, and 
if he really wishes to go with you, as you told me 
he did, I will apply for a warrant for hun too." 

" Oh, thank yon— thank you, papa ; I am sure 
he will wish it," said Frederic, as, tossing his cap 
in the air, and catching it as it fell, he bounded off, 
little suspecting, in his own exuberant delight, that 
before he was out of sight his mother was weep- 
ing bitteily, and replying to her husband's tender 
soothings, 

" Such sorrow must have way, my husband, if 
only for a moment. You know not how that boy's 
joyous spirit has supported me in your absence. 
Oh how desdate will my home be when you are 
^ne*firom me, and I can no longer hear his bound- 
mg step and ringing laugh !" 

"Mary! desolate, do you say, with our gentle 
girl to comfort you, and the hope of our return to 
lighten your sorrow? This is wrong. Besides, 
tlunk you that those who go suffer nouiing ? It is 
not quite like my own generous wife to be more 
mindful of her own sorrows than of ours. I am 
sure that if Frederic saw you now, the sea would 
lose its charm to him: he would repent of his 
choice till it was too late to return to it, and then, 
k is probable, repent of his repentance." 

"t)» not fear. Let me go to my room now. 
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and before you see me again I will have schooled 
this rebellious heart. I will not, by my sadness, 
disturb your peace, or dim the brightness of my- 
boy's opening life. I feel that I am happy in hay- 
ing such objects for whose absence to grieve." 

Mrs. Stsutdey kept her word; and when she 
joined her husband and son at dinner, it was 
with a manner so serenely cheerful, that eyen 
Colonel Stanley thought her mind was as peaceful 
as her brow. 

When will it be known what woman has borne 
in uncomplaining silence for the sake of those she 
loyes ? When we stand in that light by which all 
hearts shall be revealed — the light of Heaven. 



CHAPTER VHI 

^ I hare already told yon the dangers of your choice. The path seems 
■ow plain and even ; but there are asperities and pitfalls orer which re- 
UgvoD. only can conduct you.*' — Johnson. 

Arthur Macon, when told that Frederic would 
enter the navy, hesitated as little on accompanying 
him as he would have done in determining on a 
day's fishing party or an excursion into the coun- 
try. How he won his mother's consent, none 
^knew ; but it was won, and Colonel Stanley added 
his name to Frederic's in his application. The 
warrants were obtained in a few months, and 
Frederic was not yet sixteen, nor Arthur eighteen, 
when they received orders to report themselves 

for service on board the ship L , then lying 

at Norfblky and commanded by Mrs. Staaley's 
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brother, Capt. B. From the moment these orders 
were received, all was bustle and preparation, both 
* with Mrs. Staiiley and Mrs. Macon, to get their 
young adventurers ready at the time which Col- 
onel Stanley had appointed, and which seemed to 
them unreasonably early. For this early time the 
colonel gave some excellent reasons, and had one 
still more influential which he did not give : this 
was his wish to keep Mrs. Stanley so much en- 
gaged that she should have no time for the indul* 
gence of regrets. He was so far successful that 
it was not till the afternoon of the last day that 
Mrs. Stanley could think of Frederic's departure 
without finding all regret displaced by the ques- 
tion. What is next to be done for his comfort? 
But that afternoon all was done : the trunk was 
packed — ^the clothes to be worn on his journey 
put aside — even the marks affixed to his baggage ; 
and now she felt in very deed that he was going, 
"^ith what loving earnestness did her eyes now 
fix themselves upon him ; how did her ears drink 
every tone of his dear voice ; what a shudder 
would thrill through her frame, if he left the room 
but for a moment, at the thought that soon he. would 
pass out and return no more, it might be, forever ! 
Well is it for our freedom that we cannot read each 
other's hearts ; for if such yearning tenderness were 
fully perceived, would it not bind us with stroQger 
chains than were ever wrought by human hands ? 
The travellers were to be early astir, and Colonel 
Stanley advised that Frederic should retire early 
to bed. He hesitated and lingered ; for, as the still 
evening came on, he had drawn closer to his moth- 
er's side, with something of the feeling with which 
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in years past, lie had clung to her to the last possi- 
ble moment, when threatened with a separation of 
even an hour. Mrs. Stanley saw this feeling, and 
was soothed by it; but as Frederic still found 
something to delay his departure from the room 
even after he had risen to say *' good-night,*^ she 
whispered, "Go to your room, my son; I will 
come there." 

When Mrs. Stanley entered her son's room, she 
found that he had left his night-lamp in the hall, 
and that his room was lighted by the soft beams 
of a full and cloudless moon. The windows of 
this room looked into a large and highly-cultivated 
^den, filled with flowering plants and shrubs. 
The sashes were raised) for it was June, and the 
day had been very warm ; and now, on the evening 
breeze, was wafted up into the room the mingled 
fragrance of the honeysuckle and the night jessa- 
mine. To one who had looked upon that scene, 
knowing nothing of its accompan3dng circumstan- 
ces, the room, with its curtains of spotless white — 
its neat, yet simple furniture — ^the garden, with its 
mass of shrubbery, from which here and there shot 
up some graceful stem, loaded with flowers, that 
gleamed with softened beauty in the moonlight— 
those figures, standing motionless and silent, as if 
the loveliness and fragrance around them had 
awakened enjoyment too full for speech, all would 
have seemed to indicate a scene of such serene 
happiness as earth rarely presents. And yet sor- 
row was there. 

Mrs. Stanley entered so noiselessly that Fred- 
eric heard her not, neither did he see her, for he 
was standing with his back to the entrance, leaning 
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against the casement of a window, from which he 
looked into the garden. Mrs . Stanley was unwilling 
to intermpt the thoughts which seemed so absoib- 
ing, and she moved silently across the room, and 
si^ near him, yet not in sight. The moon shone 
brightly on Frederic's face, and his mother could 
read every emotion of his heart mirrored there. 
She had stood but a short time thus engaged, when 
a low sigh met her ear, and Frederic murmured, " I 
never thought it so beautiful before ; I wonder when 
I shall see it again." 

Mrs. Stanley passed her arm around his neck. 

" My mother ! How softly you must have come 
in : have you just come V* 

" No, Frederic ; I have been here some minutes, 
and I heard what you just now said. But, my dear 
son, the important question is not when you shall 
revisit your home, but how. Will you bring back 
to it the same true heart — the same honest pur 
poses ?" 

" I will try to do so, mother." 

" Frederic, you have thought it was your moth 
er's cowardice which made her dread for you the 
life you have chosen. It was cowardice ; but my 
worst fears, Frederic, are neither of storm nor 
battle — ^my worst fears are of yourself.", 

"Of me, mother?" 

**' Yes, of you. Your dispositions, my dear boy 
are good — ^your affections warm ; but these affec 
tions may give to those with whom you associate 
undue in&uence over your character. How can I 
trust to the principles of fifteen !" 

" Mother, you know I will be with my uncle ; he 
will, of course, have more influence over me than 
strangers." 
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Mrs. Stanley wails silent for a moment, and an 
expression of painiiil thought passed over her fea- 
tures. At length she spoke. '* Frederic, it pains 
me to say, that not even to your uncle's influence 
am I willing wholly to consign you. The very 
toul of honour — ^possessing a heart full of aU kind- 
ly affections, he yet considers some things as neces- 
sary — ^many things as venial — which are not only 
plunly contrary to the command of God, hut un- 
worthy of a rational, and degrading to an immortal 
being." 

As his mother paused, Frederic said, " Mother, 
why did you not say this to me before ? I would 
not have gone in the^navy if I had supposed it 
would give you so much pain.^ 

^It was for that very reason I did not speak 
thus to you before, my son. I believed that a 
knowledge of my feelings would control your 
choice as much as my command, and your father 
wished you to be lef^ perfectly free. But now I 
must speak. I cannot send you from me unwarned ; 
and now, my beloved boy, listen to me as if the 
words you were hearing were the last which, from 
my lips, could ever reach your ear. Life, dear 
Frederic, is ever a conflict. A few years hence, 
and you will understand these words ; but now they 
need explanation. I mean, that the principles 
which wisdom and truth sanction are not those 
which govern society. In every pursuit in life, 
you will find that these principles are often eva- 
ded, if not positively rejected — ^that honours and 
emoluments do not always attend those who most 
rigidly observe them. You have learned already, 
Frederic, that in doing right you have often to re« 
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sist your own inclinations, your own feelings*- 
have you not ?" 

" Yes, mother, I hare." 

'< You have hitherto been aided in this resistance 
by the approbation of your parents and friends, 
which you knew would be the reward of youi 
well-doing ; but you must hereafter fight frequently 
single-handed against these inclinations, strength- 
ened, it may be, by the influence of all your asso- 
ciates. Their applause, and honour, ai^ affection 
will often present themselves as the reward of 
your yielding — ^their jeers and coldness wait upon 
your victory. Will the quiet satisfaction of your 
own heart — ^the consciousness that you are giving 
joy to your mother's spirit, whether that spirit be 
on earth or in Heaven — ^the solemn sense of God's 
approval — ^will these, my son, outweigh with you 
idl present influences, all worldly considerations ; 
for these, will you strive ever to keep yourself 
spotless from the evil which may be around you ?" 

Mrs. Stanley had spoken with deep and solemn 
feeling, and it was in an awed tone that Frederic 
replied, " Mother, I will." 

"So, my son, will your mother's blessing be 
yours. You have chosen, as I have already said, 
a position where there is more than common tempt- 
ation to evil ; but in proportion to your trial will be 
your triumph, if you overcome, ani proudly indeed 
shall I receive my son, if he come to me a con- 
queror from such a contest." 

The fond mother pressed her lips to the brow 
which now rested on her bosom. Both were 
silent for a moment. Mrs. Stanley was the first 
to break this silence. Taking Frederic's hand 
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and touching the ring which she had given him, 
she said, " Let this be a talisman, dear Frederic, 
to preserve you from the contagion of evil ex- 
ample. You promised me, when you put it on, 
that you would not let the fear of others lead you 
to do wrong in one important respect; will you 
now promise that this fear shall govern you in no 
respect? Just so far as it does, remember, you 
are a slave, boast as you will of freedom and 
manliness. When you are tempted by gay and 
thoughtless companions to join with &em in 
scenes of dissipation, from which you would have 
shrunk in the quiet and holy atmosphere of home, 
ask not what will they say — ^what will they think, 
but what does my own heart say — ^what will Grod 
think. Let these, your own heart and^God, be 
your only masters. And remember, Frederic, it 
is at its first appearance that evil maybe most suc- 
cessfully resisted." Suddenly clasping her hands 
together with earnest feeling, Mrs. Stanley ejacu- 
lated, " Oh, my son ! would I could believe that 
you would have strength never to lift the wine-cup 
to your lip — ^never to approach the gaming-table 
Assured of this, I thiid£ I could bid you. go in 
peace." 

Frederic raised his head from his m<fther's bo- 
som, and taking her hands in his, looked her 
steadfastly in the face as he said, " Then, mother, 
bid me go in peace ; for I here solemnly promise 
you, by this ring, and by the one dear word 
•mother,' which is engraved on it, that I never 
will lift the wine-cup to my lip or approach the 
gaming-table." As he concluded, he bent his head 
down and touched the ring with his lip. 
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** Frederic, you hare vowed a row — ^it is al 
ready registered in Heaven — God give you powei 
to keep it : for this shall my daily prayers ascend ; 
for this, if you would indeed be true, must you too 
prostrate your spirit daily before your Father who 
is in Heaven ; from Him, dear Frederic, in prayer, 
must you gather strength every morning to meet 
the trials of the day, and derive consolation ^every 
evening for the failures which, with all your efforts 
to do right, each day will bring. And now good- 
night, my beloved son. I leave you with a tran- 
qmilized spirit ; for sure am I, that if you keep the 
pledges you have made to me, your course through 
life will be as ' the path of the just, that shin^ 
more and more unto the perfect day.* ** 

WheUi^rthur Macon presented Mmself at Colo- 
nel Stanley's the next morning, though he strove 
to laugh and talk as usual, his red eyes bore wit- 
ness to his having parted vnth a son's tenderness 
from his doting mother. Soon after his appear- 
ance. Colonel Stanley rose from table, saying, 
" Come, my son.*' Frederic became very pale. 
He first took leave of his sister, who had been in 
tears all the morning, and who now hung upon his 
neck, weeping convulsively, till her father drew 
her away! Frederic turned to his mother. One 
embrace — one earnest whisper : " Mother, I will 
keep my promise" — one long, eager gaze, and 
they had parted. 

How different from the calm scene on which 
Frederic looked the last evening, was that to which 
twelve hours' rapid sailing brought our travellers. 
Before them was New-York, with its encompass- 
ing waters : then came the landing, whose con- 



d by Google 



WHIOB MAKES THE HERO? 59 

ftision of sights and sounds beggars all description. 
To Frederic and Arthur, all was one meaningless 
Babel ; but Colonel Stanley's more practised eye 
uid esur readily discovered what he desired to find. 
One night of rest, and they were again on their 
way to Philadelphia, Baltimore, Norfolk. They 
went not as travellers go now, for in those days 
there were neither steamboats nor railroads ; yet it 
seemed to them that they had left their homes but 
a few days, when they stood on the deck of their 
gallant ship, watching the boat which was convey- 
ing Colonel Stanley to the shore on his way home- 
ward. He had bidden them adieu. They are 
fairly out on the sea of life ; their pilot has de- 
parted; and henceforth, by their own skill must 
their sails be trimmed and their helm directed. 
Storms we know that tbey will meet ; for who 
does not ? Shall they outlive them, and arrive safe 
at their destined haven, or shall we pursue their 
course but to give tidings of their wreck ? 



CHAPTER IX. 

** When ranting ronnd in Pleafimre's riag, 
Religion maj be blinded ; 
Or, if ahe gi'e a randinn sting, 
It may be Itttle minded. 
' But when npo^ the world we*k« drivoi, 
A conscience but a canker, 
A correspondence fixed wi' Heate& 
Is stue a noble anchor."— BuBws. 

The first introduction of a midshipman to the 
punctilious etiqu^te of the quarter-deck, and the 
very unceremonious associations of the steerage of 
a man-of-war^ have been depicted by those with 
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whom we would disclaim all competition, eithei 
for practical acquaintance with such scenes, oi 
skill in delineating them. Fortunately for us, any 
such delineation is unnecessary to our purpose. 
Ours is a history of the mind, and we shall only 
present to the view of our readers those points in 
the career of our young heroes which tested the 
strength or illustrated the effects of those principles 
which parental tenderness had inculcated and ear- 
ly habits fostered. 

During the first two years of th^ir sea-life, little 
occurred to Frederic and Arthur worthy of our at- 
tention. The ship to which they were attached 
had been sent to the West Indies, and there they 
had experienced all the varieties of storm and 
calm common to tropical climates : to-day sailing 
gently along, over a sea so smooth that it mirrored 
with unbroken faithfulness the lightest cloud float- 
ing over the blue sky ; to-nforrow tossed on mount- 
ain waves, that threatened every moment to ingulf 
them.^ These alternations of storm and calm were 
felt, t<5o, within their little society. Now all was 
smiling, friendly, jovial ; and now frowning brows, 
harsh voices, and bitter words were seen and heard. 
Frederic's good-temper and obligingness had, how- 
ever, made him a general favourite. Arthur, too, 
was liked, and aU acknowledged him to be spirit- 
ed, active, intelligent, and aiSectionate ; yet his im- 
petuous and unrestrained temper had involved him 
in more than one broil, from which he had been 
extricated by the coolness and self-possession of 
his friend. With Frederic Arthur never quarrelled, 
though they often diffi^ed in their opinions ; but 
there was not another midshipman in their mess 
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with whom he had not had words, which, but for 
Frederic's readiness to act the peacemaker, would 
have grown into more serious affairs. But one 
scene will tell more of their characters and posi- 
tions than pages of description. 

It was September, 1811. The good ship . 

had experienced some very severe weather, and, 
having entered the harbour of New-Orleans, lay 
safely moored near the shore. The weather was 
sultry, and it was not till the evening Uiat any who 
had not a home or friends within the city felt dis- 
posed to leave the ship. But the cool night-breeze 
brought new energy on its wings, and all not im- 
mediately on duty began to think how they might 
most pleasantly spend an evening on shore. In 
such a consultation the (pinion of no other was so* 
much regarded as that of George Fulton, the oldest 
midshipman on board, for he had been in New-Or- 
leans, and knew all its varied places of amuse- 
ment. 

" Poh, poh I" said young Fulton to those who 
had proposed a stroll through the city or a visit to 
its theatres ; " I will show you the place to enjoy 
yourselves, and make money besides." 

" Enjoy ourselves, and make money besides V* 
exclaimed all at once ; " that will be a grand se 
cret ; for we have always.found it— enjoy yourself 
and you spend money." 

"Yes, but you never were at a faro-table in 
New-Orleans." 

"A faro-table!" said Frederic Stanley: "no, 
nor ever mean to be." 

The rest were silent except Arthur Macon, 
who said^ " Speak for yourself, Fred. I should 
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think it would be grand fiin if one were only smrv 
of winning." 

'*And one is sure of winning," said George 
Fidton, << if he only knows haw to play. I always 
win." 

" But I do not know how to play — I never saw 
a faro-table." 

" Nor I — ^nor I," was exclaimed on every side. 
" So, Fulton, you must hit upon some other amuse- 
mex^-*4iGLro won't do." 

" Well, there's rouge et noir." 

« Rouge et noir ! What's that ?" 

" Why, rouge et noir means red and black." 

" WeM, we all have French enough for that," 
s^id Arthur, impatiently, while the rest greeted 
this information with, a loud laugh ; " but what 
have red and black to do with our amusements, or 
with yours f rather? for it will be my watch in half 
an hour, and I must stay on board." 

"Why, it's a game, man: rouge et noir is a 
game, and the simplest in the world. You just 
put your money down on one colour or the other, 
and everybody puts their money down, and a man 
calls out either rouge or noir, and those who have 
their money on the right colour take all that was 
on the other." 

" That all sounds very well, Fulton," said Fred- 
eric Stanley; "but how is it with those whose 
money is on the wrong colour 1" 

" Oh ! why they lose ; but think how little it is 
in comparis<m with what they gain, if they are 
lucky." 

" Well," said one of the young men, " at least 
let us go on shore ; we shaU c^^ainly find some- 
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dung better to do there than standing in thi« hot 
place talking about what we will do." 

This caused an instaAtaneous movement towards 
the deck ; but again there was a pause : " Who is 
going — ^who has leave ?" 

" I have — and I — and I," exclaimed one and 
another. Frederic and Arthur were both silent. 

" Why, Stanley, don't you go ? I know you got 
leave this afternoon," said Fnlton. 

" Yes, but I do not care to go this evening. I 
will stay and keep Arthur company in his watch." 

" That's very good of you, Fred ; but I should 
like it better if you would take my watch, and let 
me go instead of you," said Arthur ; " that is, if 
you really do not wish to go this evening your- 
self." 

Arthur paused; but Frederic seemed to be 
thinking, and made him no reply. 

"You know," Arthur resumed, "that I would 
do as mudi for you another time." 

" Go on," said Frederic to his companibns ; " we 
will follow you in a moment." 

They were left alone. " Arthur," said Fred- 
eric, " I would take your watch with all my heart, 
if I was not afraid that you would get into some 
scrape on shore. I do not like these proposals of 
George Fulton." 

" Why, Frederic," said Arthur, with a little im- 
patience in his tone, " you are as wise and prudent 
as if you were a great-grandfather. What sort of 
scrape can I get into ? If I were even to lose a 
little money, it would be no such great misfortune." 

" But, Arthur, it would be a great misfortune if 
yon were to contract a fondness for gaming. Prcmn- 
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ise me that you will not go to any gaming-house, 
and I will take your watch." 

At this moment there was a call from the deck : 
•* The boat is ready, and we are waiting.*' 

" Well, well, Fred, you are a good fellow to 
Btay, anyhow, and I promise for this evening — 
mind, only for this evening," repeated Arthur, as 
he sprang up to the deck. 

Frederic followed him more leisurely. The 
moon was just rising as the boat shoved off wi& 
its gay passengers, and as Frederic walked the 
deck during the hours which should have been 
Arthur's watch, his thoughts wandered back to his 
home. He remembered the l^st evening he had 
spent there, when he had looked upon its flowers 
and shrubbery by the same silvery light which 
now gleamed upon the dark forests, or was reflect- 
ed from the still river before him. He remember- 
ed his mother — ^her earnest and tender appeals to 
his heart ; and as he touched the ring which she 
had placed upon his finger, he murmured an almost 
audible thanksgiving to God that he had been hith- 
erto preserved from sinning against love so tendei 
and holy as hers. 

Frederic's watci having passed, the only mid- 
shipman besides himself who had remained on 
board succeeded him on deck, and he went below 
alone. This soliftude at the last waking hour was 
a rare luxury to Frederic. It was an hour which 
he had been taught from childhood to dedicate to 
serious thought, and the remembrances which had 
lately occupied his mind made the habits of his 
home-life very dear to him. It was with a pleas- 
ant feeling, therefore, that he looked around upon 
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the strangely-still apartment, usually so riotously 
noisy, and drawing from his chest the little pocket 
Bible, his mothers gift, seated himself to read. 
He had not read long before he heard the step of 
some one coming down from the deck, and, look- 
ing up, met the somewhat clouded countenance of 
Arthur Macon. 

" What ! on board already, Arthur ! And where 
are the rest V* 

** I am sure I cannot tell where they are ; and 
as to my being on board already, I had rather stay 
on board all the time than to go wandering alone 
again through a strange city.** 

" Alone ! And did all the others go with George 
Fulton r 

" Yes. And I should judge, by the time they 
stay, that they must be enjoying themselves," 

They were both silent, till Arthur began to rec- 
ollect tikat Frederic had stayed on board to gratify 
him — ^had kept a tiresome watch in his place — and 
that his present sulky mood was not the most grate- 
ful possible return for such favours. Making an 
effort to overcome his ill humour, he looked up to 
say something, he scarcely knew what, when his 
eye rested on Frederic's Bil3e. 

" What a good boy you are, Fred, to sit here all 
alone reading your Bible !" said he, with a smile, 
which wanted little of being a sneer. 

**I don*t know that simply reading it, Arthur, 
would prove me to be very good." 

** Why, only your very good pec^e do read it," 
•aid Arthur, with a yawn. 

«* I know," said Frederic, " that all people ought 
to read it who believe that there is anodier state 
. t 6 
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of being, and that they have spirits which shall ex- 
ist when this world and all that is in it have passed 
away." 

" Why, Fred," said Arthur, with another yawn, 
" I told you once that you ought to be a lawyer, 
but that was a mistake. I now see that you were 
made for a preacher. You have missed your vo- 
cation grievously in becoming a wicked sailor." 

" I hope I am not a wicked sailor, Arthur ; and 1 
shall endeavour to prove that one of those you call 
very good people may be a very good sa&or too. 
As to my preaching, I do not think I can be accu- 
sed of troubling any one with it very often." 

" No ; I believe you never give it to any one 
but me, Fred, which, I must say, I don't thmk is 
quite fair, for I am sure I am no worse than the 
others. Why don't you attack them sometimes ?" 

" To attack them, Arthur, as you call it, would 
be to expose myself, and — ^what were far worse— 
the truth I would desire to recommend, to their 
ridicule. You, Arthur, have seemed to me as one 
of my own family ; you came from my own dear 
home ; and I could not believe you were altogether 
a scomer of what I had there been taught to rev- 
erence. Besides, I hoped for my sake — ^" 

Frederic spoke with earnest feeling, and Arthur, 
whose fit of petulance had been wearing away ever 
since he began talking, now seized his friend's hand, 
and interrupted him with, *< Don't mind me, Fred. 
I am sure I am very glad that you care enough 
about me to preach to me, and I don't doubt I am 
a great deal better for it ; though you may won- 
der," he added, laughing, " if that's the case, what 
I would be without it. But, Fred, to be serious 
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now, do you think you will always be able to read 
your Bible, and all that sort of thing, if you remain 
m the navy ?" 

** Why not, Arthur ? what would prevent me ?" 

" Well, I don't know — ^it seems so out of char- 
acter with all the rest of a sailor's life." 

"It is out of character, I acknowledge, with 
some of our frolicsome scenes down here; but in 
these, when they became riotous, you know I 
have never joined ; and yet I do not think that 
any of our companions consider me gloomy, or 
dislike me in the least." 

" Oh no ! I am sure they do not : they all think 
you the very cleverest fellow in the world — they 
say you are so good-natured and obliging." 

" Then," said Frederic, with a smile, " my read- 
ing the Bible and all that sort of thing has not made 
me unpopular, and I am sure it has not made me 
more duU in learning or more careless in perform- 
ing my duties in the ship. I don't think I made 
the worst sailor among you in the last gales we 
had." 

"No, no, Fred, that you did not, by a great 
deal :" then, after a moment's pause, Arthur added, 
" Well, I suppose you are right, Fred, and I wish 
I was half as good." 

" I wish you were a great deal better, Arthur. 
But, now that we have got through with my 
preaching, tell me what you have been doing with 
yourself this evening, and what made you look so 
vexed when you came on board." 

"Why, I have been to a theatre. The play 
was in French, and I did not understand more 
than one word in ten. Still I was amused witb 



d by Google 



68 CONQUEST AND «£LF-CONQU£ST ; OR, 

what I saw, and came down in fine spirits to the 
boat, expecting to find the rest of them waiting §ox 
me. Instead of this, nothing had been h^ard of 
them,€Lnd aft^ waiting half an hour, I had to come 
off without them." 

" Well, I see nothing so very provoking in all 
this, Arthur." 

" To tell the truth, Fred, I hardly know what 
provoked me, except that, as I waited that half 
hour, I thought how merry they probably were, 
»ad how much enjoyment they must have had to 
stay so long ; and then I felt half mad with myself, 
and you too, for the promise which kept me from 
joining them. But there they come : I hear Ful- 
ton's voice ; and, by George, he don't seem to be 
in any better humoui^ than I was." 

This exclamation of Arthur was occasioned by 
hearing, amid the shuffing of feet and the various 
noises attendant xm the descent of his companions 
from the deck, a low muttering from George Ful- 
ton, of which only a word here and there could be 
distinguished ; but these few words, and an occa- 
sional exclamation in a louder key, were sufficient 
to show that the current of George Fultcm's tem- 
per was not, just at that moment, running very 
smoothly.. 

" The dense was in the cards, I believe," was 
the first connected sentence which Ar^ur and 
Frederic could distinguish. • 

<^ Would you have had the dense wanting, Ful 
ton?" 

^*I siq[^se you think that very witty, Mastei 
William Guthrie. I will take care, when I go to 
a card-table again, not to take a chatterer with me. 
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to be forever breaking in with, * I say, Fulton, ihat^s 
a good hit ;' or, ' Fulton, which shsdl I play V I 
have no doubt I am indebted to your interruptfoiis 
for losing my money to-night." 

'' 111 forgive you the debt, Fulton, more readily 
than any of those who won )nour money." 

*' Do you mean to accuse me, sir, of not having 
paid what I lost to-night ? If you do, I pronounce 
you a — " 

" Stop—stop," said Frederic Stanley, laying his 
hand on Fulton's lip before be could give voice to 
the offensive epithet ; " GuUirie did not mean any 
such thing, I am sure, and you are too good-natured 
and too really brave, Fulton, to desire to make a 
quarrel with a lad like William for a mere jest." 

" Well, young as he is, he is not too young," 
said Fulton, <'to learn that the worst time in Uie 
world to jest with a man is when he has just been 
losing all his money." 

** Losing aU his money !" exclaimed Arthur Ma- 
con : «* why, Fulton, I thought you always won." 

" Mr. Macon, if you will please to recollect, I 
said I always won at faro ; and if you will conde* 
scend to inquire, you will learn that I did not play 
at faro this evening." 

" Poor Fulton ! I am sorry for you," said Arthur, 
with a most provoking pity in his tone. " What a 
pity you did not go with me, and hear a fine play, 
and get a good supper — all for two dollars, and 
bring the rest of your money safe baCk," jingUng 
the silver in his pocket as he spoke. 

" Yes," exclaimed one of Fulton's companions, 
** the supper. I should not have cared much for 
the play, but the supper would have been a grand 
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tMnf ; for,. would you believe it, Macon, we have 
not had a thing to eat, and I have come back aa 
hungry as a hawk." 

George Fulton sat disdainfully silent until the 
provoking Arthur, i shaking his head with an air 
whose gravity would have become a judge, said, 
" Poor fellow — poor fellow ! I hope, my dear 
boy, you will learn hereafter not to listen to the 
voice of the tempterj or follow the multitude to do 
evil." 

George Fulton could stand no more, but, starting 
from his chair with a flushed face and angry man- 
ner, exclaimed, " Mr. Macon, I presume your re- 
marks are meant to reflect upon me, as I invited 
these gentlemen to go where they spent the even- 
ing: let me say, sir, in return, that whatever evil 
they may leam from me, hypocrisy will not be 
among the lessons ; and that I should take little 
credit to myself for avoiding anything, if I was 
only kept from it by my fear of another." 

" Fear, sir," cried the fiery Arthur, starting for- 
ward in his turn; but Frederic drew him back, 
saying, 

" Hold — ^hold, Arthur ; you have been really too 
provoking, and owe Fulton an apology." 

" No, sir ; I will apologize to no man who sup- 
poses that I would do anydiing from fear ;" and Aj- 
thur impatiently shook off* the grasp of his friend. 

" Arthur," said Frederic, " you are one of the 
last, I know, who should shrink from such an ac^ 
cusation, because you are one of the last of whom 
it could with any show of truth be said. Fulton, 
I am sure, feels as well assured of this as I, and 
if he is the clever fellow I have always taken him 
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Co be, he will say so, and smooth the way for your 
apology. Ha, Fulton ?" 

''Mr. Macon knows that I could not meany^ 
in the sense in which he has taken it," returned 
Fulton, somewhat sulkily ; " though I must say, I 
think his language was very unkmd to me, espe- 
cially as he was kept from the same scrape only 
through the influence of a friend." 

All looked at Arthur. He saw that he was ex« 
pected to apologize ; but the flush had not yet left 
his cheek, nor the heat passed from his temper. 
With an ironical smile and an evidently forced 
calmness, he replied, '' I really do not well know 
for what I am to apologize to Mr. Fulton ; but as I 
am willing to do my utmost to assist his restoration 
to equanimity, I will aver, most solemnly, that I 
never, even in imagination, applied to him the idea 
of 9. charmer or tempter. They are synonymous 
term% you know," with a significant glance around 
the circle, '' and that I see not by what possibility 
he could suspect me of suf^sing him to imbody 
a multitude in his person." 

Arthur's whole manner, and especially the look 
at George Fulton's rather diminutive person which 
accompanied the concluding remark, made this 
seeming apology an insult. It is, however, the 
most difficult thing in the world to fix a quartel on 
a man for his l&oks or manner, and George Ful- 
ton bit his lip with .an anger to which he could 
give no vent in words, while the rest of the circle 
bit theirs to repress the mirth to which Fulton's 
flashing eye forbade expression. Frederic alone 
was. neither angry nor mirthful. He was deeply 
grieved, and looked with sad reproach en Arthur 
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who, however, saw not the glance, for he studiously 
averted his eyes from his friend. 

There was a moment's silence, and then George 
Fulton, commanding himself, said, with a haughty 
bow, " Since Mr. Macon declares that his language 
had no reference to me, I can, of course, have no 
cause of complaint with him ;" and, withdrawing 
from the table around which they had been seated, 
he retired immediately to his hammock. 

From this time ArUiur Macon find George Ful- 
ton were never very good friends. They had each 
been mortified by the other, and there had been no 
frankness in their apologies. Had either of them 
possessed magnanimity enough to come forward 
when anger — ^that shortlived madness — ^had pass- 
ed by, and say to the other what each really felt — 
that he had been unjust, all would have been Well. 
But already the wcurld's false maxims had acquired 
control over them, and each refrained from doing 
what he knew to be right, for fear — mane the 
word — ^for fear he should be thought to shrink 
from meeting the consequences of his words. 

But it was not among his companions that Fred- 
eric found his adherence to the promises wHich he 
had given his mother most severely tested. 

One day, a gentleman who had been intimately ac- 
quainted with Colonel Stanley, dining with Captain 
B., and inquiring of him respecting the family of 
hfe brDther-in-law, was told that he had a son on 
board. Mr. Manvers — ^this was the gentleman's 
name — ^requested to see him, and Captain B. sent 
his steward to invite Frederic to dine in his cabin. 
In order to avoid all suspicion of partiality, he had 
made it a rule always to invite some other midship- 
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man with Frederic ; and he now desired him to 
bring Arthur Macon along with him. They came, 
and were introduced to Mr. Manvers, who won 
Frederic's heart by his high encomiums on, and 
warm expressions of regard for his father. 

Mr. Manvers and Colonel Stanley had been col- 
lege friends, and many an anecdote did he remem- 
ber and repeat of their gay pranks. " So you have 
never heaSrd your father speak ojf these things! 
Ah ! we none of us like our children to hear of 
such frolics : it would be too much of a license to 
them to do the same ; and yet I would not give 
much for the man who had always been sedate. 
Here, B., pass us that decanter ; let me have the 
pleasure of a glass of wine with Mr. Stanley ; we 
will drink to your father's health." 

Mr. Manvers held the decanter elevated over 
Frederic's glass, while Captain B., who had been a 
little annoyed by fis nephew's singularity on this 
point, looked on with a triumphant, and Arthur Ma- 
con with a roguish sniile ; for both thought that he 
could not rej(i»e the reciprocation of such a courte- 
sy from an elderly gentleman like Mr. Manvers, 
and a friend of his father. But Frederic rested 
his hand upon his glass, and, looking *at Mr. Man- 
vers, said steadily, though his very brow crimsoned 
with the effort, " It must be in cold water on my 
part, then, Mr. Manvers, for I drink no wine." 

There was an almost imperceptible elevation of 
ihe eyebrows in Mr. Manvers's face, and the slight- 
est possible curl of the lip, as, turning to the oSier 
side of the table, he asked, " And is Mr. Macon 
equally abstemious ?" 

" No, sir," said Arthur, quickly, as» if defending 



d by Google 



74 CONQUEST AND SELF-CONQUEST; OR, 

himself from a disgraceful imputation ; ** I consider 
it a positive contempt of Providence to refuse a 
good glass of wine wherever or whenever it may 
present itself." 

" Then, sir, permit me the pleasure." 

Arthur acknowledged the compliment and drank 
the wine, and, after a little chat with him, Mr. Man- 
vers rose from table. 

Before the young men left the cabin, Mr. Man- 
vers took some cards from his pocket, saying, 
" Here are some cards, young gentlemen, which 
Miss Manvers placed in my hands this morning. 
They are cards of invitation to a little f^te which 
is to be given on her birthday. Your acceptance 
of them will give her pleasure, and, if you have 
any companions whom you would like to bring 
with you, I should be happy to see them. How 
many cards shall I give you?" he asked, look- 
ing smilingly up at the waiting youths. 

" Four — ^if you please, sir," said Frederic. 

" Provided Captain B. will give us all leave," add- 
ed Arthur, with a sly glance at his commander. 

" Ah ! Mr. Macon, you want to get the weather 
gauge of me, I see. Take the cards, sir, take the 
cards, and we'll talk of the leave afterward." 

" Well, here are four cards of invitation for the 
evening ; but we expect to receive a few intimate 
friends at dinner, and among these I should be 
very happy to see the son of my old friend Stanley, 
and you too, Mr. Macon. We will try not to be 
too gay for you, Stanley, and we will let you drink 
water — ^if you insist on it." 

" I thank you, sir, for that last permission ; and 
I assure you, you will not find it easy to be too 
gay for me." 
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Frederic spoke with a smile, but there was 
some sadness in it ; for he felt that his father's old 
^end considered him as a pragmatical Puritan, and 
ihat he looked more lovingly on Arthur. Frederic 
was not jealous ; but his heart hjul warmed towards 
one who loved his distant father, and he would 
have liked to be regarded by him. 



CHAPTER X. 

"Others vren enticed by Intemperance to ramble in searcbof fhoM 
frvits that hnng ever the rocks, and filled the air with their fragranoo " 
—Johnson. 

The cards of invitation for the Ute that was to 
be given on Ella Manvers's birthday had been is- 
sued a week beforehand. Great was the prepara- 
tion of midshipman and lieutenant on board Captain 
B.'s ship, for they had been assured on every side 
that they would meet the 61ite of Louisianian soci- 
ety at the house of Mr. Manvers. 

This gentleman, himself a native of Connecticut, 
had sought and won the lady who was now Mis. 
Manvers while she was at a northern boarding- 
school. She was the only child of a wealthy 
planter, and her parents' consent to their marriage 
could only be obtained on the condition that Mr, 
Manvers should adopt her home as his own. This 
really involved no great sacrifice on his part, as 
his father and mother had been long dead, and his 
only sister ^as married. Yet there is something 
in the place which we have been accustomed to 
call home which exercises an indescribable inflQ- 
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enoe over the heart ; and young Manyers, aa ha 
looked for the last time at the rustic farmhouse 
which had sheltered his infancy and the old age 
of his parents — at the orchard which had been the 
scene of many a boyish frolic — and caught a 
glimpse of the steeple of the church, in whose 
shadow his father and mother were lying in their 
last, dreamless sleep, felt a pang which scarce the 
remembrance of her who awaited but his coming 
to become his bride could assuage. He comforted 
himself, however, with the thought that in the sum- 
mer wanderings to which the unhealthy climate 
of Louisiana would condemn them, he might visit 
the old homestead with his Eliza, and should they 
survive her parents, they might return to it, and 
grow old amid its hallowed scenes. 

But alas ! for the stability of man. A year af 
terward, Mr. and Mrs. Manvers, leaving her father 
and mother at Saratoga, came homey as he impress- 
ively said; but his eye had become accustomed 
to objects on a far different scale of magnitude. 
Compared with the extensive plantation of his 
father-in-law, the farm appeared a patch; the 
large and handsome dwelling-house at Laurel 
Grove, and its well-appointed out-buildings, made 
the neat and comfortable, but small farmhouse seem 
a cabin. Their visit was short. 

Mr. Manvers had returned to this once-cherished 
•pot but once since, and then unaccompanied by 
lus wife ; and it was now several years since he 
had made it a present to his sister's second son^ 
who was named after him. 

Few would have blamed him for this incon- 
stancy to the attachments oi his boyhood who 
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liad seen Laurel Grove. This place was situated 
on the Mississippi, a few miles above New*Or* 
leans, on a bluff rising from sixteen to twenty feet 
above the river, except where, to form a landing- 
place, it had been cut down into a gradual slope, 
and a better soil having been laid over its clay, 
had been planted with the short, thick Bermuda 
grass, the fine fibres of whose roots, becoming 
closely matted, present a better defence against 
the incursions of the water than the roots of large 
trees would do. The house stood back about 
three hundred yards from this landing-place. It 
was so much elevated above the ground, that from 
the piazza, which extended around it on all sides, 
you could command a view of the river for miles 
of its course. In front of the house was a court- 
yard, in which choice shrubs and rare fiowers 
were tsustefully disposed, charming the eye with 
their beauty, and filling the air witih rich and deli- 
cate perfume. The piazzas were shaded with a 
screen of honeysuckle, jessamine, and eglantine. 
At the back of the house lay extensive gardens, 
orchard, and greenhouse ; and there was scarce a 
luxury which wealth mi^t win from a fertile soil 
and suimy skies that was not there. 

But we have not yet named that which gave its 
chief charm to Laurel Grove in the eye of a lover 
of Natnrct — ^its beautiful natural growth. On a 
smooth and level lawn were scattered clumps of 
trees, which, though carefully underbrushed, were 
left themselves untouched. Here the cmk thr#w 
its branches fiaur and wide in all the fantastic free- 
dom of Nature, ind there the laurel rose up a 
perfect cone, the gray moss of the one waving its 
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sombre drapery over the silvery leaves and mag 
nificent snow-white flowers of the other. 

But those who have partaken of the hospitalities 
of Laurel Grove will be disposed to think that we 
have already too long neglected the fairest flowei 
in its domain — the petted, but not spoiled Ella 
Manvers. 

An only child and grandchild, Ella had learned 
from dictionaries, but never from life, the meaning 
of the word control. Her very governess had 
been her playmate; aQd as she was educated 
entirely at home, it was fortunate that her in- 
quisitive mmd found pleasure in the acquisition 
of knowledge, for she would else have remained 
ignorant. 

We would not call Ella Manvers a beauty. No 
one, in describing her, would think of Grecian con- 
tour, or exquisitely arched brows, or any of the set 
phrases of connoisseurship, yet none looked at her 
who did not turn to look agaiu, and feel that on that 
young, guileless. brow still rested the light of Heav- 
en, its pure beam scarce dimmed by the dark 
shades of earth. Ella's delicately, almost too 
delicately fair complexion — ^hair, of that pale chest- 
nut seldom found except in very young children, 
falling in natural ringlets over her neck and shoul- 
ders — ^and form, graceful both in its outline and its 
movements, were prettinesses which might please 
the eye for a jnoment, yet win no after thought. 
But her irresistible attraction lay in a countenance 
which, in repose, bore a striking resemblance in 
its gentle seriousness, its lovingness of expression, 
to &at which painters hsLve givn to the beloved 
disciple, and when gay, was lignted up with such 
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a spirit of glee, that she might hare sat fi)r the {KMT- 
trait of some " tricksy sprite." 

And this comitenance was a faithful representa- 
tive of £lla's spirit. The child of sunshine and 
flowers, there was danger that life would seem to 
her a sport, the earth a playground ; that the seri- 
ous aims, the solemn results of her being, would be 
shut from her view ; but He who watches over the 
falling sparrow had not left this lovely child with- 
out a teacher and a guide. 

We have said that Mr. Manvers had won the 
consent of his wife's parents to their marriage 
only on condition of his residing with them during 
their lives. In less than two years after that mar- 
riage his father-in-law died. The widowed Mrs. 
Delaneux continued to live with her children, and 
if ever filial piety brought with it a blessing, it was 
theirs ; for where such a spirit as hers dwelt, peace 
and charity could not but abide. A disposition 
naturally gentle and generous had, in her, been 
elevated and refined by religion — ^religion, " pure 
and undefiled" by bigotry or sectarianism — ^religion, 
whose nature was expressed in one word, love — 
love to Qod, and to the creatures of His hand. 
kge had come slowly and steilthily upon her ; but 
she was now seventy, and though her^heart was 
onchilled, and her mind still clear in its percep- 
lions, her limbs had become feeble, and it was with 
Aow and tottering steps, and supported by a stick, 
ihat at rare intervals, and in fine weather, she 
moved about among the gardens and shrubberies 
of Laurel Grove. Farther than this she had not 
Attempted to go for more than a year, except x)nce 
that an old and fai^uSy attached servant asked on 
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bar deathbed to see her ''old missis." Then, 
leaning on the arm of Mr. Manvers, she walked 
almost a quarter of a mile, to the negro houses. 

Ella Manvers, the youngest of many children, 
and the only one who had survived injfancy, was 
to Mrs. Delaneux as the child of her old age: 
from her lips had Ella received her religious in- 
structions, at her knee had she lisped her infant 
prayer. The teachings of one so reverenced and 
so loved could not be lightly regarded ; and a deep 
sense of the value and truth of the Christian reli- 
gion, a profound prostration of spirit before the 
Holy of Holies revealed in it, were the eariiest 
feelmgs of which Ella was conscious. It was this 
which gave all it had of earnestness to her charac- 
ter and seriousness to her countenance — ^this which 
counterbalanced the influences whose tendencies 
were to make her altogether a sportive, pretty 
trifler. Whether this religious sentiment would 
become a religious principle, remained yet to be 
proved by the experiences of life. At fourteen, 
little can be asserted of thQ character of one whose 
life has been an unclouded day. Mrs. Delaneux 
sometimes feared that when she was removed, the 
influences which were opposed to her teachings 
would prevail ; while Mr. Manvers dreaded lest * 
this good mother-in-law, whom he loved and re- 
spected too much to interfere with, should trans- 
form his meny-hearted Ella into a stupid, melan- 
choly mope. » 

But stupidi^ and melancholy were banished far 
from Laurel Grove on that twenty-eighth day of 
October on which Ella MaAvers attained her fif- 
teenth year. Through an atmosphere mild and 
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balmy as May — the May of the poets — ^the sun 
looked down, unveiled by a cloud, upon faces beam- 
ing like himself. Mr. Manvers roamed froni room 
to room, superintending all the arrangements of the 
fi§te, which he had planned himself, and declarirg 
that he would for once, have his own way, with an 
energy and frequency which might have led the 
uninitiated to suppose that he was thwarted^ and 
opposed at every step. He would even have ex- 
tended his jurisdiction to Ella's dress ; but, aided by 
her mother, she resisted his control, and presented 
herself to him, just before their dinner guests began 
to assemble, attired, with all her usual simplicity, 
in a white muslin dress. Mr. Manyers felt quite 
satisfied with her appearance ; and, as he pressed 
a kiss upon her brow, parental tenderness prompt- 
ed something of grateful feeling to Him from whom 
such a blessing was derived 

" Well, papa," said Ella, as they stood together 
in the drawing-room, " whom have you invited to 
dinnter ?" 

"Why, there are your grandmother's friends, 
Dr. and Mrs. Cotton—" 

" Oh, yes, I know Dr. and Mrs. Cotton aad Mary 
are coming, and I am very glad of it, for they are 
my friends as well as grandmamma's." 

" Very excellent people they are, my dear, and 
I am always glad to see them. I do not believe 
there is a better clerg3naaian in the world &an Dr. 
Cotton." 

" Well, but who else is coming, papa ?" 

" Mr. Hanley and his daughter, and — and — oh ! 
I forget how many from the city. But there are 

my friend Captain B., from the ship , and two 

3f his midshipmen." 
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" Do they come to dinner ?" 

" Yes. One of them, young Stanley, is the son 
of one of my earliest friends, and he is a fine-look- 
ing lad, and I liked him very much at first." 

" Only at first, papa ?" 

" Why, Ella, I don't know where the fellow has 
been living. His father is a colonel in the army, 
and is, I know, in the very best society, and yet 
— would you believe it 1 — he refused to take wine 
with me." 

'* Refused to take wine with you ! Perhaps he 
was not well." 

"Perfectly. I tell you he is a fine, healthy- 
looking young man." 

" What could he have meant by it then, papa ?" 

"Why, some rigmarole, his uncle tells me, 
which he has got in his head, about its being 
wrong to drink ; but see what a quiz it must mako 
of him in society. Now I am willing, for Stan- 
ley's sake, to take a little trouble with his son in 
trying to get him over this notion. How shall I 
manage it, Ella?" 

" Manage what ?" asked Mrs. Manvers, who just 
then entered. 

Frederic's delinquencies were detailed to her. 

"It must be bashfulness," said she, when the 
narration was comj^eted. " Leave him to me. I 
will get him over it." 

" I will willingly leave it to you," said Mr. Man 
vers ; " but, depend on it, there is no bashfulness in 
the case, tie is not in the least shy. But here 
he comes to speak for himself, for that, I am mire, 
is a man-of-war's boat," pointing to one which had 
just touched at the lajouding. 
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£Ua looked at it for a moment, and then crossed 
the room to tell her grandmother of what they had 
been talking. While she does so, let us remark, 
that these events occurred before the era of tem-^ 
perance societies — at a period when an invitation' 
to drink was among the first courtesies offered by 
a gentleman to his guest, and when the refusal to 
accept this courtesy was considered the greatest 
solecism in good manners. Probably even the 
charitable and gentle Mrs. Delaneux thought it was 
not very polite in a very yoimg man like Frederic 
Stanley to decline an attention from one so much 
older than himself as Mr. Manvers. But thfey had 
little time to talk or think about it after the landing 
of the boat, for Captain B. soon made his appear- 
ance^ accompanied by his young companions. 
The quiet and gentlemsmly self-possession evin- 
ced by Frederic at his entrance and introduction 
almost made Mrs. Manvers give up her theory of 
bashfiilness ; while the reverence with which he 
looked at and spoke to her grandmother made Ella 
feel sure that he must have some very good reason 
foi> his peculiarities, and satisfied Mrs. Delaneux 
that at least he was not deficient in that good 
feeling from which true politeness springs. 

Guest after guest arrived. At length the num- 
ber was complete, and dinner was announced. 
Frederic was standing near Ella at the moment 
this was done, and he had the honour of leading 
her into the dining-room. He was, of course, seat- 
ed by her at table ; an arrangement which Mrs 
Manvers saw with pleasure, because it facilitated 
her plan for overcoming this singular instance of 
mauvaise honte, as she considered it, in on« 
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whose manners were in other respects remarkably 
goocl. 

On the other side of Ella were seated Arthur 
Macon and her friend Mary Cotton. These yomig 
people conversed with ease and playfulness, and, 
except when some one of the company would, in 
compliment to her birthday, call on her to take wine 
with them, Ella would forget that there was any- 
thing about Frederic to excite wonder. Mrs. Man- 
vers, however, did not forget ; and before the last 
course of meats was removed from table, she said, 
" Mr. Stanley, you take no wine. Is it not within 
your reach 1" 

'< I do not wish any, I thank you, ma'am," said 
Frederic. 

" Not wish any !" repeated Mrs. Manvers, with 

jqpparent surprise. " Ella, my love — ^young ladies 

may take some liberties on their birthdays — fill 

Mr. Stanley's glass. He will not refuse to drink 

* your health to-day." 

Frederic certamly felt very awkwardly; his res- 
olution had almost failed him ; but his eye fell upon 
his ring, and then came the thought, " If I conquer 
now, I am safe forever ;" and he was nerved again. 
He had looked down but an instant, and the flush 
which that instant's embarrassment had called up 
still burned on his cheek, as, looking with a smile 
at Mrs. Manvers, he said, '' Certainly not, madam ; 
to her health and happiness, in the only drink 
which deserves to be so honoured — ^the drink of 
Paradise ;" and, bowing to Ella, he raised the glass 
of water beside him to his lips. 

" No bashfulness there," thought Mrs. Manvers, 
as, glancing at her husband, she caught his half- 
triumphant smile. 
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' Arthur Macon, too, had observed this 1)7-800116 
with no little interest, and, half provoked by its 
conclusion, he said, " Miss Manvers, what do you 
think of my friend's gallantry ?" 

Frederic looked eamesdy at her ; she hesitated, 
and he said, '< Miss Manvers would not, I am sure, 
accept a compliment paid her at the expense of 
her fatjier. I declined to take wine with Mr. 
Manvers, you know." 

" But why ?" said Ella. Then, colouring, she 
added quickly, " I did not mean to ask such a 
question, Mr. Stanley. I — I dare say you have a 
very good reason." 

" I have a reason which I think very good," 
said Frederic, lowering his voice sp as only to be 
heard by her ; not a very difficult manoeuvre to ac- 
complish amid the rattling of knives and forks, 
plates, dishes, and glasses. '*I have a reason 
which I think very good, and I should be much 
gratified if any of Mr. Manvers's family took inter- 
est enough in the son of his old friend to permit 
me to trouble them with it;" 

He paused, but Ella begged he would go on. " I 
should not have asked your reason, Mr. Stanley," 
said she, "if I had thought a moment; but if you 
are willing to tell it, I shall be very glad to listen, 
for it has puzzled us all very much." 

Frederic, raising his hand, showed the plain 
gold ring which now encircled the next to the 
smallest finger, and said, "That ring. Miss Man- 
vers, was placed on my hand many years since by 
my mother, to remind me never to turn aside from 
that which I felt right from any fear — ^not even the 
fear of that which we all dread most, ridicule or 
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contempt. When I parted from this dear mother, 
I promised her that I would never put the wine- 
cup to my lip. Should I be right to* break that 
promise ?" 

" Oh, no, no !" said Ella, eagerly ; " but — ^ and 
she hesitated. 

" But what, Miss Manvers ?" 

^' Might you not, by only seeming to take wine, 
keep your promise to your mother, and yet avoid 
what must be a painful degree of singularity ?" 

" Oh, no !" said Frederic ; " I must not even 
seem to relinquish my principles from any fear of 
others." 

" Oh ! I understand it all now," said Ella, with 
anin]»tion ; *' this is what grandmamma calls moral 
courage, and she says it is the best of all cour- 
age. Oh, Mr. Stanley ! grandmamma will love you 
dearly." Agreeable as this assurance was, per- 
haps Frederic would rather have been told that the 
granddaughter would love him dearly. 

When the ladies had left the table, Frederic ran 
the gauntlet of argument and ridicule for what 
seemed his strange opinicms, and Arthur Macon 
became a general favourite for his very decided 
dissent from them. He was frequently invited to 
drink, and did so with less caution than he usually 
practised, in his earnest desire to show that he 
was in no degree tainted with the quizzical notions 
of his friend. The effect of these frequent pota- 
tions was soon visible in his excited manner, and 
the early adjournment from the table caused by the 
evening's entertainment was scarcely less accept- 
able to Frederic for his friend's sake than his own* 

Frederic, on entering the drawing-room, looked 
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around for Ella Manvers, with whom he seemed 
to himself to have established some sort of S3rm- 
pathy by the commmiication of his motives. She 
was at die farther end of the apartment, and so smr- 
rounded by her yomig acquaintances that it was 
long ere he could reach her side. On perceiving 
him near her, she exclaimed, " Oh, Mr. Stanley, I 
have repeated to grandmamma what you told me, 
and she thinks you are very right to keep your 
promise, and she praises you so much ! I told you 
she would love you dearly." 

"I am very much obliged by her good opinion," 
said Frederic, with a smile. 

The really beautiful gardens of Laurel Grove 
were illuminated with festoons of coloured lamps. 
A fine band of music was stationed in the balcony 
of ♦he house. The company dispersed themselves 
in groups, through the garden walks, and occasion- 
ally returned to the house to partsike df refresh- 
ments, spread on a table which was placed in one 
of the wide piazzas, enclosed for the evening with 
a rough lattice-work, and decorated with boughs of 
the laurel and cedar, and wreaths of the jessamine. 
With these refreshments wine was profusely serv- 
ed ; and we think, before the evening was over, 
ihere were few present who would not have pre- 
ferred Freiieric's natural, unstimulated cheerful- 
ness, to the uproarious hilarity of his brother mid- 
shipmen. And when Arthur Macon, towards the 
close of the evening, addressed the shrinking Ella 
in a tone of such rhapsodical compliment that, half 
frightened and half ashamed, she retreated behind 
her »no*her, and then greeting Mr. Manvers, who 
f»tood near, with a slap on the back, and the famil- 
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iar appellation of " old boy," assured him that he 
had " done the thing handsomel3r" in the enter- 
tainment of the evening, that gentleman would 
probably hare admitted that it would have been 
better if the yomig man had taken less wine. 

Frederic was approaching Mr. Manvers to make 
his adieu when this scene occurred. He saw a 
cloud on his brow, and could not help saying to 
him, as he glanced at his retreating friend, *' Mr. 
Manvers cannot, I am sure, regret that the son of 
his old friend has not so forgotten himself." 

"No, young man," said Mr. Manvers, with 
something of irritation in his tone — ^for we none 
of us like to be proved wrong — ** no ; but there is 
moderation in all things." 

" I acknowledge it, Mr. Manvers ; but, sir, let 
me say, in excuse at once for my friends and my- 
self, a youth who is sent from home, and left in all 
matters of individual ccmduct to his own control, at 
an age when others are kept under the influence 
of parents or friends, acquires his habits before 
he has learned to think, before he knows the 
meaning of the word moderation. Believe me, 
sir, for such a one, the only security is abstinence. 
Touch not ! taste not ! must be his watchword, if 
he would be safe." 

" Perhaps you are right, Stanley, perhaps you 
are right. At least I am glad you are not like 
those young men," added Mr. Manvers, as a burst 
of boisterous and senseless laughter, from the 
group of departing midshipmen, reached his ear 

" Do not judge them hardly, sir," said Fredenc. 
" They are very clever fellows in most respects, 
and are generally modesate ; they are not accus- 
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tomed to Champagne in such quantities as you 
have served out to them this evening." 

A few days after this entertainment, a group of 
gentlemen, of whom Mr. Manvers was one, stood 
on the shore at New-Orleans, watching an outward 
bound ship, as, with all her sails spread to a favour- 
ing breeze, she was rapidly leaving the city. The 
officers on her quarter-deck were yet visible ; and 
as Mr. Manvers waved his handkerchief, three df 
them stepped to the side of the ship, and taking off 
their hats, flourished them in return ; while one of 
the three, taking a trumpet from the hand of a per- 
son near him, shouted through it an adieu, which 
came faintly to Mr. Manvers's ear. This was 
Captain B. : the others were Arthur Macon and 
Frederic Stanley. 

" Where are they going ?" asked one of those 
on shore, addressing himself to Mr. Manvers. 

" To the Mediterranean," was the reply. 



CHAPTER XI. 

** I saw him beat the sarges under him, 
And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water, 
Whose enmity he flnng aside, and breasted 
The sarge most swollen th»t met him/'—Tempett. 

On a lovely April morning, about eighteen 
months after the events recorded in the last chap- 
ter, the ship lay off the little town of Adra on the 
coast of Spain. Built immediately on the shore 
on which break the blue waves of the Mediter- 
ranean, this town has no hai4H>ur, and is seldom 
visited by vessels of war. Captain B. was on his 
8 
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way home from Port Mahoa to Gibraltar, where 
he expected to receive despatches probably con- 
taining his recall to America, when a long continu- 
ance of head winds and the want of water caused 
him to make this unusual port. The ship had 
dropped anchor within a mile 9f the town, as near 
an approach as was judged safe to a coast which 
would afford no protection in case of sudden 
storm. Nothing but a sailor's experience would 
then have thought any such caution necessary, for 
the sea was perfectly calm, and scarce a cloud 
floated over the blue sky. 

The officers were very hospitably received by 
the inhabitants of Adra, and the antiquities of its 
neighbourhood having been exhibited to some of 
them, they returned to the ship with such tales of 
Moorish castles and Egyptian walls, that Frederic 
Stanley and Arthur Macon, who had not been of 
the party, determined to see them before they 
sailed. Accordingly, on the n^xt day, they so- 
licited leave of absence, and going up to the town 
with two of the lieutenants, who had engaged to 
dine with the American consul, they soon pro- 
cured mules and muleteers who would act as their 
guides, and set out on their excursion. 

One castle had been examined, and proceeding 
several miles farther, they were in sight of another 
yet more remarkable, when their attention was at- 
tracted to the beauti^ effect produced on the land- 
scape by the rapid alternation of light and shade 
caused by the misty clouds now driving quickly 
across the sky. They had scarcely reached the 
castle when the mist became rain. Unwilling to- 
Telinquish any part of their promised pleasure, Uie) 
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determined to await there the termination of wliat 
they hoped was but a passing shower. For more 
than an hour they remained, their hopes changing 
with the changing sky, which now showed a gleam 
of light, and anon was obscured by thicker darkless. 
At length, however, the rain fell so steadily, and 
there were so many indications of a coming storm, 
that they judged it wiser to hasten back to the port, 
lest the fear of worse weather should cause the 
other officers to return to the ship without them. 
The wind continued to increase during their ride, 
and as it blew directly in their faces, their progress 
was slow. When they arrived at the hotel which 
had been appointed as a rendezvous for their party, 
they found their friends already gone. A note was 
awaiting them, from the oldest lieutenant of the 
party, in which, after saying that he did not like 
the appearance of the weather well enough to trust 
it longer, he added " that the boat should be sent 
back for, them, with orders to wait as long as it 
seemed safe. Should they not return to the port 
till this boat had again left it, they must remain on 
shore till the storm was over." 

Frederic and Arthur went immediately, on read- 
ing this note, to the shore to look out for their boat, 
scarcely expecting, however, to find it still await- 
ing them. As soon as they were in sight of the 
sea, they perceived it already about twenty yards 
from the land, the* boatmen evidently labouring 
violently against a heavy sea and powerful wind. 
They had, indeed, waited to the last moment ol 
safety, and, by the looks cast towards the shore, 
seemed still unwilling to leave those for whom 
they had been sent. As soon as they saw the 
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two young men they rested on their oars, while a 
rapid consultation was held, one of &em pointing 
to a quarter of the heavens at which the clouds 
seemed darker and more threateniag than else- 
where. This was but for a minute, and then the 
boat was put about, and rowed vigorously and rap- 
idly, with wind and sea now in ti^eir favour, back 
to the beach. Frederic and Arthur had shouted to 
them to keep on, but their voices, in such a wind, 
did not reach half way to the boat, and if those in 
her saw the effort, it probably only quickened their 
movements in returning. The men touched their 
hats as the boat struck the shore, and all, in a 
breath, announced that the wind was rising every 
moment. The oldest of them, a man who was 
known to be an excellent sailor, and had been 
much in this sea, added that he should hardly 
think it safe now to venture. 

" Why, the ship lies little more than half a mile 
off," said Arthur Macon. 

" Yes^ sir," rej^ed the seaman ; " but, then, half 
a mile takes us into the very roughest of the sea, 
and right in the teeth of the wind as it blows now ; 
and we shall soon have more of it, too, from that 
cloud," pointing to the one to which he had already 
directed the attention of his companions. 

He had not yet lowered the hand with which he 
was pointing, when the already whitened sea was 
tossed into the wildest uproar, and the gale became 
so violent that to go or not to go was no longer a 
question. The boat was drawn up and secured for 
the night ; the men, having found shelter in a house 
hard by, were ordered to hold themselves in read- 
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mess to leare whenever the storm abated, and 
Arthur and Frederic returned to their hotel. 

Nothing could be more dreary than their pros- 
pect both without and within the house, where lit- 
tle comfort and less anmsement were presented. 
They experienced all the misery of having nothing 
to do, and, before the evening had passed, envied 
their brother officers their wet and stormy watch 
upon the ship's deck. At length they determined 
to go to bed and sleep off the remaining hours of 
inaction to which the storm might condemn them 
A waiter answered their call, and prepared to show 
them to their apartments. Arthur looked at his 
watch : it was only eight. With a faint hope of 
discovering some better pastime than sleep, he in- 
quired of Uie attendant, in Spanish, ** Have yoa a 
billiard-table ?" 

" No, senor, no billiard-tables, but plenty of 
card-tables." 

" For what game ?'* 

"For every game. Will not the senor come 
and see ?" 

"Come, Frederic," said Arthur, in English; 
"you cannot think th^e is anything wrong in 
looking on." 

" To me it would offer no amusement, Arthur," 
said Frederic, " and to you it would be dangerous. 
We shall probably be called early, for I think the 
storm is even now abating ; let us go to bed." 

*kTo bed at eight o'clock!" exclaimed Arthur, 
with as much apparent astonishment as if he had 
not just before made the same proposition himself 
" What ! you will go ?" he continued, as he saw 
Frederic lighting his lamp. " Well, good-night. I 
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will look on at the card-players a while before I 
follow you." 

" Take care," said Frederic, smiling significant- 
ly, " that you do nothing more than look on." 

Frederic was long kept awake by anxious 
thoughts about Arthur, who had more than once 
lost large sums at cards ; but he slept at length, 
and so soundly that his friend found it no easy 
matter to awake him when he entered his room 
about three o'clock in the morning. Repeated 
calls having at length aroused Frederic, he started 
up, and saw Arthur standing by his bed with a 
light in his hand. 

" Fred, I am glad to see you open your eyes. 
Why, I almost began to think you were dead, and 
I could not spare you very well just now, for I 
have come to borrow some money from you." 

"Arthur! what have you been doing with your- 
self all this time ? It is morning, is it not ? Aiid 
what do you want with money t" 

" Never mind what I want with it, Fred ; that 
is my business. You lend it to me till we get 
back to the ship, and the purser shall pay you." 

By this time Frederic's recollection had return- 
ed. He remembered that Arthur had left him to 
go to a card-table, and he conjectured at once that 
his demand for money had some connexion with 
that, " Arthur," he replied, " if you want money 
for any purpose biit gambling — ^if it be to pay your 
debts, even though those debts have been contract- 
ed at cards — all I have is yours as much as it is 
my own. But if it is to gamble still longer that 
you want it — " 

"Say no more, sir," said Arthur, haughtily; 
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" spare me the indignity of hearing your refusal. 
I only asked a loan for a few hours, a favour which 
I would not deny to a stranger," and Arthur turned 
away, and walked to a distant window. 

Frederic had noticed that Arthur's face was 
much flushed, and this, together with his unusual 
irritability, had made him suspect that he had been 
drinking more freely than he was accustomed to 
do, a suspicion which his unsteady movements 
now corroborated. 

A few: muttering, indistinct sentences were spo- 
ken by Arthur Macon at the window, which Fred- 
eric felt glad he did not hear, as they were not 
probably agreeable. At length, however, Arthur 
turned sharply round, saying, " I think, Mr. Stan- 
ley, we shall only be obeying the orders given us 
in going at once to the ship. There is certainly 
nothing in the weather to prevent us." 

" But, Arthur, you have had no rest, and there 
is notiiing to make it necessary for us to go before 
daylight." 

" I do not know what you may think necessary, 
Mr. Stanley, but I know that our orders were to 
go as soon as we could. We can go *now, and I 
shall obey them." He paused a moment, and 
then added, " Do you intend to accompany me, 
sirt" 

" Certainly, Arthur, if you insist on going, 1 
will go with you ; but I still think you had better 
wait for daylight. There must be a very heavy 
sea running. It will be hard rowing for the men ; 
and I should judge, from the sounds without, there 
is still too much wind to trust our sail." 

" If you are afraid, sir," with a sneer, " you can 
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Stay, and I will report that you did not think it 
safe. I do, and I shall go." 

Frederic saw that all argument was useless with 
Arthur in his excited state, and he only replied, " I 
will be ready in a few minutes," as, throwing him- 
self from the bed, he commenced a hasty toilet. 
That completed, he followed Arthur down stairs. 

Our resuiers must not suppose that intemperance 
in drinking was habitual with Arthur Macon. It 
was not; but he who drinks at all is always in 
danger of excess, and never in so much danger as 
at the card-table, where depression at one moment 
impels him to take the stimulus to which, at the 
next, elation gives double power. 

Arthur's rapid walk to the beach did not, as may 
well be supposed, at all tend to abate his excitement ; 
and when Frederic had, with some difficulty, col- 
lected their men, he perceived with pain that, 
8i»te of all his efforts to shield his friend, his con- 
dition was evident to them. The view which pre- 
sented itself from the beach was by no means in- 
viting. It had ceased to ram, and the moonbeams 
broke faintly through the watery clouds which 
still covered the face of the sky ; but the waves 
were yet capped with foam and breaking heavily 
upon the shore, and the wind, though greatly 
abated, was still, as Frederic had supposed, too 
high to permit any thought of raising a sail in so 
small a boat as theirs without great risk. Fred- 
eric would have made a last effort to dissuade Ar^ 
thur from going, but his countenance and manner 
showed no signs of 3delding ; and as he had no au- 
thority to detain him, and had determined not to let 
him go alone, he thought it unwise to renew the 



d by Google 



WHICH MAKES THS HERO? 97 



• 



argument in the presence of their men. As the 
boat was about to be shoved off, Frederic sprang 
in, and placed himself at the helm. Arthur fol- 
lowed lum. The men took their oars ; but with 
all their efforts they went but slowly through the 
water. Great as were their efforts, however, and 
little as they accomplished by them, they were not 
more jdeased than Frederic when Arthur Macon 
proposed unfurling the sail. 

Averse as Frederic was to draw attention to his 
friend, he could not consent to this, and he said, 
with an effort to speak lightly, " Come, come, Ar- 
thur, we bear no charmed lives ; it is bad enough 
to insist on going at all in such weather — to sail 
is impossible." 

'< Nothing is impossible to a strong will," ex- 
claimed ArSiur, in an elevated voice, and with the* 
atricat emphasis and gesture. '* Let go that sail, 
sir," he continued, in a tone of command, to one of 
the men^ The man hesitatingly moved to obey 
him. Frederic felt that enough — perhaps too 
much — ^had already been sacrificed to Arthur's 
feelings. Could the sail have been raised with 
perfect safety, it would have been of little advan- 
tage to them with the wind in ks present quarter, 
but the violence of the wind, the state of the sea — 
ever3rthing in their situation — ^made the attempt to 
raise it so perilous that only the maddest reckless- 
ness could have sanctioned it. The safety of ail 
in that boat, therefore, now depended on Frederic'a 
firmness and decision. These thoughts had proba- 
bly passed rapidly through his mind while the man 
to whom Arthur itad ad&essed himself was draw- 
ing in his oar and rising from his seat, for, ere ha 
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bad taken a step forward, Frederic shouted^ 
'* Touch not the sail ; a thread of canvass would 
be more than we could bear." 

His tones startled all who heard him, accus- 
tomed as they were to his usually gentle manner. 
Even the intemperate Arthur was checked by it, 
and gazed cm him for an instant in speechless sur- 
prise. But this was only for an instant ; then he 
exclaimed, " Do you mean to abet mutiny, sir V 

Frederic noticed him not, except by sa3dng to 
^he man, "Take your oar, sir; I will bear you 
blameless." 

"I say that sail shall be unfurled," exclaimed 
the enraged Arthur. 

" And I say it shall not," rejoined Frederic, in 
equally decided, though calmer tones. 

" That shall soon be tried, for I will do it my- 
self." 

Arthur started forward; but we have already 
said that his morements were unsteady ; the bos^, 
too, had, during the confusion of the last few mo- 
ments, been suffered to swing round in a position 
which left her broadside exposed to the waves, 
and when Arthur rose she was leaning fearfully %; 
he made one step forward — staggered — strove in 
vain to recover himself, and, ere a hand could be 
stretched out, he was in the sea. 

There ai^ moments in which action follows 
thought so instantaneously that it seems but its 
shadow. This, with Frederic Stanley, was such 
a moment. ^ Arthur had disappeared immediately ; 
but, knowing him to be an expert swimmer, and 
trusting that his immersion would sober him, he 
doubted not that ho would soon rise again, and 
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nearer the shore, as the sea was driying in. He 
had scarce touched the water ere Frederic had 
crieik to the oarsmen, " Hold on," while his gaze 
was riveted on tne waves, at the point where he 
thought it most probable Arthur would reappear. 

Another instant, an instant in which, to Frederic, 
ages seemed concentrated, and the boat's head was 
rapidly turned landward, as again his voice was 
heard : " There he is — ^row for your lives." With 
what straining intensity was Frederic's gaze fixed 
on that one dark object in the waste of waters. 
They are on the spot; but where is that from 
which he has never removed his eye, and which 
was even now visible ? Disappeared ! Then on 
this very spot must he have sunk — so near the shore 
it cannot be very deep— there is hope yet. Ere 
these thoughts could have formed themselves into 
language, Frederic's coat and shoes were off, and, 
crying " Keep her as she is," he had plunged be- 
neath the waves. He soon rose again, as Arthur 
had done, nearer the shore ; but, unlike him, he did 
not ^ven try to reach the boat, for he knew that in 
so doing he would only have exhausted himself, as 
he had done, in vain struggles. Instead of this, he 
limited his efforts to keeping himself, and what he 
sometimes feared was his lifeless burden, afloat, 
suffering the current to drift them passively on. 
The moon was now shining brightly. They were 
quickly seen. Then a few seconds brought the 
boat near them. Friendly hands were extended, 
the senseless Arthur was lifted in, and, with slight 
assistance, Frederic followed. He looked for an 
instant to the town, then to the ship, and, with the 
promptness with which all his movements during 
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this eyentM night had been marked, silently turned 
the boat's head towards the last, and in feebler, but 
yet impressive accents, said, " Now, my mei^ his 
life is in your oars." 

Frederic knew that, though the town was nearer, 
he would probably be much longer in obtaining the 
necessary aid for Arthur there than in getting him 
on board the ship, where every eflfort would at once 
be made to restore him. He spread over him his 
own dry coat, and more than one pea-jacket was 
soon carefully wrapped around him, while every 
oar was pulled as if not only his life, but all their 
lives, depended on the vigcAir of their strokes. In 
fifteen minutes they were at the ship's side* 

The consternation of those on deck may be 
readily imagined when the seemingly lifeless Ar- 
thur was brought np between one of the sailcnrs and 
the dripping and half-disrobed Frederic. All felt, 
however, that there was no time to be wasted in 
asking questions. The ship's surgeon was called, 
and every measure at once resorted to for restoring 
suspended animation. Arthur had been but a short 
time immersed, and the anxious spectators were 
soon relieved by seeing the colour retun^g to his 
face. 

"And now, Mr. Stanley, I will be obliged to 
you to give some account of this affair. What ur- 
gent necessity sent you from the shore at such an 
hour, when, by waiting <mly till daylight, you wotdd 
have had a smooth sea ? You appear to have been 
overboard as well as Mr. Macon, and it certainly 
seems that neither of you were very capable of ta^ 
king care of yourselves." 

This was said by the first lieutenant of the ship, 
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who was rather irritable at all times, and perhaps 
felt not particularly good-humoured at having been 
aroused from his slumbers by die \musual bustle on 
board. 

" We had been ordered, sir," Frederic replied, 
" to come on board as soon as we could, and when 
we set out there was nothing, widi prudent manage- 
ment, to prevent our coming safely. Arthur's fall 
overboard was accidental, and might have happen- 
ed at any time, and I got wet in attempting to save 
him;" 

The surgeon, who was still busy about Arthur, 
saw that, during this question and answer, he seem- 
ed uneasy, and more than once moved bis lips, as 
if with an effort to speak, and said, " Gentlemen, 
if any farther investigation of this subject is neces- 
sary, it must take place out of my patient's hear- 
ing ; he is now conscious,^ and must not be disturb- 
ed." A movement of Arthur's hand caused the 
surgeon to bend his head down to him. In feeble 
whispers he said, " Frederic was not to blame. I 
wiU tell all—" 

" When you are stronger you may, Mr. Macon," 
said the surgeon, interrupting him ; '' in the mean 
time you must not spesdi. Mr. Cox," he added, 
turning to the lieutenant, " Mr. Macon assures me 
that Mr. Stanley was in no degree to blame : he 
will answer all your questions when he is stronger. 
Now he had better be left in quiet. I shall remain 
with him for an hour; and, Mr. Stanley, let me 
advise you to get rid of your wet clothing ; you 
have been in it too long already." 

Frederic was glad of this advice, for it gave him 
an opportunity to escape from the curiosity of his 
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shipmates — ^to be alone, where his heart might as- 
cend in wiinterrupted, miwitnessed thanksgivings 
to the Being who had rescued his friend from dan- 
ger SO imminent. With this gratitude to Grod min- 
gled hope for Arthur. Such a lesson, he thought, 
could not be without its salutary influence upon 
him. He could not fail now to see the evil of 
those habits which had been so nearly fatal to 
him. 

It was noon of the following day before Arthur 
awoke from the sleep into which he had fallen 
soon after his recovery. He opened his eyes lan- 
guidly, and looked around with a bewildered air, 
till his glance rested on Frederic, who was seated 
by the side of his hammock. Recollection of the 
last night's events seemed then suddenly to flash 
upon him, and while one hand wa^ extended to his 
fnend, the other was pressed upon his closed eyes, 
as if he shrank from seeing him. 

Frederic grasped warmly the hand presented to 
him, and said, in cheerful tones, " Well, Arthur, 
how is it with you to-day ?" 

" Oh, Frederic, how might it have been but for 
you !" was the agitated reply. 

" Not for me, but for the goodness of God, dear . 
Arthur, to whom we are both so deeply indebted." 

" I feel it, Frederic ; but you ! how few would 
have risked their lives €is you did; and for one, 
too, who had just treated you so unkindly !" 

" Say nothing of that, Arthur — say nothing of 
that : you were not yourself then." 

" True, Frederic, true ; but that is, I feel, only a 
poor excuse. One atonement I have alread^P vowed 
to God, and now promise to you. I wiU never 
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toucli a card again ; for the excitement produced 
by my losses at cards was the cause of my rash 
speeches and more rash actions last night." 

Frederic's pleasure sparkled in his eyes as, 
catching Arthur's hand, he exclaimed, " My joy at 
this resolution, dear Arthur, more than repays me 
for the suffering of last night." After a moment's 
pause Frederic added, with a smile, " This is the 
first step, Arthur, towards a nobler victory than any 
you have obtained before — a victory over your hitii- 
erto unconquered self. Now if you would only ex- 
• tend the war to one other habit, which had at least 
as much to do with the events of last evening as 
cards — " 

Arthur's face flushed quickly as he interrupted 
his friend with, " I understand you, Frederic ; but 
I cannot quite agree with you on this subject. My 
habits are certamly not intemperate." 

Arthur paused, and Frederic replied, " I admit 
they are not ; but — " 

" Then, Frederic," again interrupted Arthur, " if 
I avoid all those occasions which are likely to pro- 
duce intemperance, I do all which can be demand- 
ed. I cannot consent to make myself unnecessa- 
rily singular — ^to set myself in opposition to all with 
whom I associate." 

" Well, well, Arthur ; I can only repeat that I 
am truly rejoiced at your renunciation of 'cards." 

There was silence for a few minutes, and then 
Arthur said, " Frederic, I feel that it must aj^ear 
ungrateful in me to refuse to do anything which you 
desire — you, to whom I owe my life ; but, to tell 
the truth, I would find it easier, I think, to jump 
into a raging sea for you, as you did for me last 



d by Google 



104 CONQUEST AND SELF-CONQUJBST ; OR, 

night, than to meet the observation and the ridicule 
which I have seen your peculiarities on this sub- 
ject excite." 

" I can realize it, Arthur, for it was .a very great 
trial to me at first ; and that I did not yield to that 
tr^aly but came off conqueror from it, gave me more 
{Hide and pleasure than I ever experienced in any 
act of my Ufe. But let us talk no more about it, 
for I would not have you do it from any feeling of 
gratitude to me. By-the-by, how did you leani 
that I had an3rthing more to do with getting you 
out of the water than the others who were in the 
boat ? for I think you were never conscious from 
the time I found you till after you were brought on 
board." 

' " No, I was not. When I rose after my first 
plunge, I had my senses perfectly, and strove to 
swim towards your voice, for I could not see the 
boat; but I was seized with a cramp— probably 
the efifect of a cold bath when I was in such a 
heated state. I was unable to use my limbs, and 
felt myself sinking. From that moment I remem- 
ber nothing till I found myself here ; but as soon 
as I recovered last night, the doctor, at my request, 
called one of the men who had been with us, and 
from him I had the whole scene. I wish you could 
have heard his praises, Frederic." 

'^ Praises easily won, Arthur^^i^r I lun sure there 
is not a man on board who woidd not jump into the 
water to save his friend from drowning." 

'* Perhaps not, Fred," said Arthur, looking affec- 
tionately at him ; '' but few, if any, on board would 
show the coolness, and decision, and promptitude 
which you did, and which had quite as much to do 
with saving my life ad your jumping in the water.* 
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CHAPTER XII. 

** Oh woman ! in pnr hours of e^ 
Uhcertain, coy, and hard to i^ease, 
When pain and.sickness wring the hrow^ 
A ministering angel thou." — Scott. 

The rumours rejecting the early recall of the 
ship commanded by Capt. B., to which we alluded 
in our last chapter, proved correct. She returned 
to the United States in less than a month after the 
events here recorded ; but Frederic and Arthur did 
not return in her. By the advice of Capt. B., and 
on his application, they had been transferred to the 
brig Enterprise, commanded by Captain L., which 
it was thought would yet remain some time abroad. 
In January, 1812, however, this vessel was ordered 
to the West Indies, and in March of the same 
year Frederic and Arthuf once more found them- 
selves lying off New-Orleans. It was but a few 
days after their arrival that Frederic, having ob- 
tained leave of absence for the day, set out with 
pleasant anticipations for the house of Mr. Man- 
vers. He found Laurel Grove looking even more 
beautifully than when he had last seen it ; for in 
that warm climate Nature had already assimied 
her spring garb. The foliage was more vividly 
green, newly opened flowers met his eye on every 
aide, and the fragrant wild jessamine threw its 
graceful tendrils and yellow clusters from tree to 
free along his path. 

It was noon when he arrived. On ini^iring for 

^r. Manvers, he was told that this gentleman had 

idden out, but would return to dinner. 
9 
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« Were the ladies in ?" 

*< Mrs. Delaneux was indisposed. Miss Ella. had 
walked out, but would be back very soon. Would 
the gentleman walk in ?" 

" No," Stanley replied to this invitation ; " I will 
walk for a while, and return in an hour." 

" Very well, sir. And if you take that path," 
pointing to the left, " that goes by the orchard to 
the negro houses, you Will be likely to meet Miss 
Ella," said the very polite and attentive black man 
who officiated as porter at Laurel Grove. 

Frederic pursued the direction pointed out, walk- 
ing very leisurely, stopping occasionally to ob- 
serve such objects as excited his admiration or his 
curiosity, and wondering all the while whether 
Ella Manvers had altered much, and whether she 
would remember him. A short walk — only a quar- 
ter of a mile — ^brought Frederic to the negro houses. 
They were small houses, built on each side of a 
street, which was wide and clean. To each house 
was attached a small garden. Before one of them 
was collected a group of negro children, none of 
whom wera over ten years old, and most were 
much younger. Frederic inquired of one if he 
knew where Miss Manvers was. 

" Sir ?" exclaimed the child, with a puzzled look. 

" Who you bin ax for, sir ?" asked another, with 
a bright, intelligent face, drawing near him. 

" Miss Manvers — Miss Ella Manvers," said 
Frederic. 

" Oh ! 'tis Miss Ella you mean. Him da tc 
Aunt Judy house." 

" And which is Aunt Judy's house ?" asked Fred- 
eric, with a smile. 
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" De las house on de udder side." 

Frederic was soon at " de las house on de udder 
side." The door stood open as if inviting entrance, 
yet he approached slowly, hesitatingly, for it had, 
within the last few minutes, occurred to him that, 
however kindly he had been received by the fam- 
ily of Mr. Manvers, he had been but a short time 
in their society, and was still, in reality, but the 
acquaintance of a day. Ella might not even rec- 
ollect him ; and to seek her thus, and then have to 
announce himself, would be in no slight degree em- 
barrassing. Checked by such thoughts, he was, 
as we have said, advancing slowly, when low, gen- 
tie tones came upon his ear — the tones, not of dif- 
ferent voices, as in conversation, but of one soft 
voice reading. Frederic stepped aside from the 
path, and drew quite near to a window, only partly 
open, through which he could see if the reader was 
Ella without interrupting her, as his entrance must 
have done. The picture which presented itself to 
his view within that humble room was one which 
deeply touched his heart— one which he never 
forgot. 

On a crib built against the wall lay an old black 
woman, whose emaciated face bore testimony to 
disease. Her eyes were closed, her hands clasp- 
•jd together over her breast, and there was some- 
ihing in her attitude and countenance betokening 
tamest attention. By her side, on a rough but 
elean stool, was seated Ella Manvers. A large 
6ook was open on her knee, above which her head 
was bent till the drooping curls entirely concealed 
her face, and from this book she was heading to 
tho old woman in a grave and earnest tone* Th9 
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first sentence which Frederic heard was, "I am 
the Resurrection and the Life. He that believeth 
in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live ; and 
he that liveSi and believeth in me shall never die." 

"Read dat agen, missis," said the feeble voice 
of the old woman. 

Ella obeyed, and she repeated after her, " I am 
the Resurrection aiid the Life," &c. As the pas- 
sage was concluded, raising her still clasped hands, 
she said, " 'Tis a blessed word, missis — a blessed 
, word — and I tank God for it. I bin hear Mr. Cot- 
ton preach 'bout dat same word once, and he say 
it mean dat if anybody, even to poor old Judy, 
blieve in de blessed Saviour and lub him, he shall 
rise up agen after he is dead, and go to lib wid 
him forever in heaben. Ain't dat a joyful word, 
Miss Ella? in heaben, inhere your good ma is 
gone, and where, by-and-by, Judy will see her kind 
old missis, and her young missis too, I hope." 

The old woman's voi«e became very feeble, and 
Ella lifted a cup from a table near her, and held it 
to her lips. She drank from it, and then lay quite 
still for several minutes. Frederic could not see 
Ella's face, but he saw her tears as they fell slow- 
ly and unheeded upon the book on her lap. After 
a while she said, " Maum Judy, shall I read again ?" 

"No, tank you, my dear young missis; dat's 
'nough for Judy to remember for one day. But 
now. Miss Ella, won't you please to pray wid de 
old woman once more ? maybe to-morrow she'll be 
a pra)dn' up in heaben for you." 

Ella rose from her seat. Frederic stepped 
quickly aside, lest she should see him. When he 
looked again, she was kneeling by the crib, and in 
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umple words, suited to the apprehension of the 
^eing beside her, yet earnest, fervent, as from her 
5wn spirit, did she address herself to Him who 
was the Father of both. Tears started to Freder- 
ic's eyes. He removed his hat and bent his head, 
with a reverence deeper, perhaps, than he had ever 
felt before. As the solemn " amen" reached his 
ear, he turned away, feeling that it might be pain- 
ful to Ella to know that he had been a listener to 
her prayer, till farther acquaintance with him should 
convince her that he had listened with sympadiy. 
As he proceeded towards the house, Ella's black 
dress and Judy's words, together with the recol- 
lection, that when he had inquired for the ladies, 
the servant had said nothing of Mrs. Manvers, led 
Frederic to the conclusion that this lady was no 
more. Of this he received farther confirmation 
when he met Mr. Manvers, in his deep mourning 
dress and melancholy countenance and manners. 
A smile brightened his face on Frederic's first ap- 
pearance, but it was in an instant again darkened 
with gloom ; and though he would occasionally 
rouse himself to converse with animation, he 
urould quickly relapse into silent revery. Ella 
/etumed soon after Frederic, and entered the room 
m which he sat with her father. She had evi- 
dently not heard of his arrival, for she looked at 
him hesitatingly, as if but imperfectly recollecting 
him even with the key which his uniform must 
have given her; yet, when he was named by her 
father, she advanced with a pleased smile, and 
held out her hand as to an old acquaintance. 
Ella had grown taller, her figure had become 
fuller and more womanly, and some of those 
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tresses which had formerly been permitted to float 
miconfined over her shoulders, were now gathered 
up with a comb : her cheek was somewhat pale, 
and her countenance more frequently grave; but, 
excepting in the^e things, Frederic thought hex 
not at all changed. Her manners were as simple, 
as natural, almost as childlike as ever. 

Mrs. Delaneux did not appear till dinner was 
announced. Then Ella went for her, and she 
entered leaning on her arm. She had been told 
ihat Frederic was there, and welcomed him with 
all her former kindness. He soon found that this 
lady was the most cheerful of the family. To 
her, the separation from those who had passed 
away from earth seemed short indeed, for she 
knew that she must soon follow them. 

During dinner, Ella asked her father where he 
had spent his morning. 

" In New-Orleans," Mr. Manvers replied ; then, 
after a few minutes' thoughtful silence, he added, 
" I have within a few days been urged to become 
a candidate for Congress in the place of poor L., 
who is coming home, it is feared, to die. The 
only person who has been nominated to supply 
his place is one whose political principles seem to 
me, as well as to the party with which I am con- 
nected, ruinous, in the present state of our public 
affairs." 

" And do you mean to go, father ?" asked Ella. 

" I scarce know how to answer you, my daugh- 
ter. At one moment, the duty to my country 
seems one from whose obligations I cannot escape 
At another, other duties and Other feelings prepon« 
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derate. I must, however, decide soon, for in three 
weeks the election will be made.'' 

"Is it certain," asked Mrs Delaneux, with a 
smile, " that you will go if you consent to become 
a candidate ?" 

" I sincerely believe it is," said Mr. Manvers, 
"not on account of any personal popularity, but 
from the general prevalence of the political senti- 
ments of which I should, in that case, be considered 
the representative." 

"It seems to me," said Mrs. Delaneux, "that 
services which would be so generally acceptable 
you have no right to withhold, unless you were 
convinced that you had yet more important and 
conflicting duties." 

"My business," said 'Mr. Manvers, "could, I 
know, be confided to safe hands ; but how could 
I leave you and Ella ?" 

" You need not leave EUa,^' said Mrs. Delaneux ; 
" take her with you ; the change will do her good ; 
as for me," she added, with a cheerful smile, " I 
shall do well enough without you." 

" Indeed, grandmamma," said Ella, quickly, " I • 
am sure papa would not wish me to leave you ; 
and — and — " she paused with a flushed cheek. 

" And if he did, you would be very apt to refuse. 
Hey! Uttle rebeU" 

" Not to refuse, sir ; but to make some sugges- 
tions which might induce you to reconsider the 
question. Is not that congressional phrase ?" said 
Ella, with more sportiveness than she had for a 
long time evinced. 

Mrs. Delaneux wiped away a tear as she said, 
" Well, if you must leave us both, it will be for a 
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little while only. Congress will soon adyoum; and 
I really think our claims upon you are not such as 
to interfere with a plain duty to your country. 
What say you, Mr. Stanley ?" 

The conversation now became more general. 
The then perplexed state of our commercial rela- 
tions with foreign states, and the probabilities of a 
war with England, were discussed between Mr. 
Manvers and Frederic. Mrs. Delaneux occasion- 
ally evinced her interest in the conversation by 
some remark, always tending to advocate the 
cause of peace, and Ella by questions which, 
while they showed diffidence in her own opinions, 
indicated a reflective mind. 

When Frederic rose to take his leave, Mr. Man- 
vers asked if he could not procure leave of absence 
for a longer time than one day : he would be glad 
to have him spend a week with him, or longer, if 
possible ; " and bring yoUng Macon with you," he 
added. 

" That, sir, will, I fear, be hardly possible," Fred- 
eric replied. " We are to be some time, probably, 
in port, but Captain L. is not very well supplied 
with officers^ and will scarcely be induced to spare 
both Arthur and myself at one time." 

"Well, then, you must come separately," said 
Mr. Manvers. " I shall expect a long visit from 
you ; and tell Mr. Macon I shall be glad to see as 
much of him as his duties will permit." 

On consultation between Arthur and Frederic, 
after the return of the latter to the brig, it was 
agreed that Frederic should endeavour to obtain 
from Captain L. a week's leave of absence for him- 
self immediately, and the promise of the same lib- 
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erty to Arthur when this*had estpired. This was 
done, and on the morrow Frederic returned to 
Laurel Grove. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

" Thus, from afar, we linger to survey 
The promised joys of life's timneasnred way ; 
Thus, from afar, each dim-ctistinguished scene 
More pleasing seems than all the past hath been, 
And eveiy form that fancy can repair 
Fxom dark oblivion glows divinely there.** 

Cabcpbell. 

Mr. Man vers had consented to beconle a candi- 
date for l^e vacant seat in Congress, and the arrange- 
ments prep'^aratory to the election caused him to be 
frequently absent from home. As these arrange- 
ments were not of a character likely to interest 
Frederic, he left him to anrase himself with riding, 
walking, shooting, or to be entertained at home by 
Mrs. Delaneux and Ella. Even when abroad, 
however, Frederic had not to complain of being 
much alone, for Ella rode with him and walked 
with him, pleased to point out the beauties she 
herself admired in the country around her home to 
one who had taste to appreciate them. Within 
the house he read to her and Mrs. Delaneux, or 
conversed with them-^*or, rather, conversed with 
Mrs. Delaneux, for Ella said little, though a smile, 
a sudden flushing of the cheek, or sometimes a 
starting tear, would evince her interest in his com- 
munications. These communications sometimes 
related to the scenes which he had visited, or the 
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persons with whom he had heen associated while 
in the Mediterranean, but more frequently did the 
kind Mrs. Delaneux lead him to speak of his home 
and its dear inhabitants — ^his faUier, his mother, 
and sister. In such familiar daily intercourse more 
of character is revealed, more of intimacy estab- 
lished in one week, than in months of casual com- 
panionship surrounded with those barriers to free 
communication which society ordinarily presents. 
Accordingly, ere Frederic's visit was at an end he 
began to feel very uncomfortable at the thought 
that he might soon be ordered on a distant cruise, 
that it might be years before he revisited New- 
Orleans, and that, when he did, all might be altered 
in this pleasant abode. Mrs. Delaneux might be 
dead and Ella married. Frederic made a yet far- 
ther discovery of his own sensations. He found 
that, with all his respect, and even attachment to 
Mrs. Delaneux, the last supposition, that of Ella's 
marriage, was the most disagreeable to him. Her 
character, her tastes, her opinions, had become an 
interesting study to him, and he felt that specula- 
tions regarding his own future were connecting 
themselves with this study. It was not Ella's 
beauty — ^it was not even her sweet manners, or the 
good sense, right principles, and kind feelings dis- 
played in her conversation or her actions, which 
had so rapidly excited such an interest: it was 
that over all these, the scene by the bedside of the 
d)dng negro, to which Frederic had been an un- 
suspected witness, shed a halo. 

" Time rolls his ceaseless course,*' 

unheeding our joys and sorrows, and the last day of 
Frederic's visit arrived ere it was desired Or this 
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day Mr. Manvers liad returned from the ctty to 
dinner. All lingered longer than usual a table, 
for Frederic was to take his departure when they 
arose. At length the clock struck four, and he felt 
that delay was no longer possible. Rising hastily, 
he approached Mrs. Delaneux and tendered his 
adieu. " Farewell, my son," said the venerable 
lady, taking his hand in both of hers ; ** I shall al- 
ways remember your visit with pleasure, and be 
gratified to hear of your welfare. Will you not 
write to us sometimes V* 

" Thanl^ you — ^thank you, madam, for the per 
mission. I will avail myself of it with pleasure 
but may I not hope to receive something in return 
— ^to hear from you V 

" It is many years since I wrote a letter," said 
Mrs. Delaneux, smiling. 

" I was not so presumptuous as to hope to hear 
from you under your own hand, madam ; but you 
might employ an amanuensis. Would not Miss 
Manvers write for you ? You would not object, 
sir, to her doing so 1" turning, with a little hesita- 
tion of manner, towards Mr. Manvers. 

" Object to Ella's answering your letters for her 
grandmother ! Oh no !'.' said Mr. Manvers, laugh- 
ing at the idea. 

Had he noticed the sparkling of Frederic's eye 
as he looked towards Ella on obtaining his con- 
sent, he would have felt that to him it was an im- 
portant favour granted. With such a medium of 
conununication open, all things seemed possible to 
the elastic spirit of youth, and he turned to Ella 
with a countenance so nearly joyous that, had she 
been a keen observer, she might have experien- 
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ced some surprise at such seeming pleasure ill 
parting. 

Mr. Manvers accompanied Frederic to tiie boat 
which was to convey him to the brig, and to bring 
Arthur back in his place. During the walk Fred- 
eric was silent and abstracted, and when they were 
witMn a few yards only of the landing, he sudden- 
ly halted, and said, abruptly, " Mr. Manvers, I am 
afraid I should do wrong to avail myself of your 
permission that your daughter should correspond 
with me, without explaining to you the feelings 
and hopes which induced me to solicit your con- 
sent ;" and then he expressed the feeUngs which 
Ella had excited, the regret he felt at parting with 
her, and the hope he entertained of making the 
correspondence so kindly proposed by Mrs. Dela- 
neux, and to which he (^Lr. Manvers) had so readily 
consented, the medium of awakening kindred sen- 
timents in her mind. 

Mr. Manvers heard him with grave attention, 
and, when he had ended, asked, " Have you spoken 
of these feelings to my daughter, sir ?" 

" Not a word," Frederic promptly answered ; 
" not even by a look haVe I consciously revealed 
them. To do so, under existing circumstances, 
would have been as presumptuous towards her as 
dishonourable towards you." 

" Very well, sir, very well," said Mr. Manvers, 
sufiTering his countenance to relax a little ; " you 
have done rightly. You are a young man — a very 
young man — ^and I am glad, for your sake as weU 
as Ella's, that you have not committed yourself by 
word or look; for it is very probable the next 
pleasing girl in whose society you are thrown may 
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erase the impression she has made." Frederic 
would have interrupted him. " Nay, nay," said he, 
"with a smile, " I know all you would say, for I too 
have been young ; but I know, too, that what I 
have supposed is quite possible. For this corre- 
spondence — ^it is to pass through Mrs. Delaneux's 
hands, if I understand aright ?" Frederic bowed. 
" I see, then, no objection to it. Only be as hon- 
ourable in your mode of conducting it as you have 
been in this conversation. Let there be no inuen- 
does, no secret enclosures. Let it be only what it 
pretends to be. Use it only as a means of contin- 
uing and improving your acquaintance with Ella. 
If, three years hence, after the opportunity thus af- 
forded you of learning her character and testing 
your own feelings, you come to me for my consent 
to woo and win her, it shall not be withheld, un- 
less my views of you have greatly changed." 

" Thank you, sir, thank you," said Frederic, 
eagerly ; " only abate somewhat of the time you 
have named, and I can ask nothing more." 

" Not a jot, not a jot," said Mr. Manvers, firmly, 
but pleasantly. " You are both young. Your 
characters will be scarcely formed then." 

Mr. Manvers had already resumed his progress 
to the boat, and there was no time for farther re- 
mark. When he reached it, he wrung Frederic's 
hand warmly, and, as the boat shoved off, called 
out, " Three years soon pass." 

"Three years soon pass," repeated Frederic tc 
himself, with a happy smile, and delivered himself 
to a revery so absorbing that the boatmen had 
more than once to remind him that he was ap- 
proaching an adverse current which would greatly 
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retard their progress. With the aid of such re* 
membrances from them, he at length reached the 
brig, learring them wi^ a conviction of his inex- 
pertness as a hehnsman, which made it long their 
ultimatum of dispraise that any performance was 
* as bad as dat Mr. Stanley's steenn'.'* 

It wUs with a sensation nearer akin to envy than 
any he had ever.eiiqperienced before, that Frederic 
saw Arthur depart to take his place at Laurel 
Grove ; to be Ella's companion in the morning ride 
and the evening walk; to read-r-no ; he did hot 
think Arthur would read much with her, or recom- 
mend himself to Mrs. Delaneux, or, he added, with 
a brightening countenance, be asked to correspond 
»withTier. But Arthur, he was sure, would please 
Mr. Manvers, and he might please his daughter. 
Ella certainly pleased him. He admired her ap- 
pearance ; she rode well, sang sweetly, played 
skilfully on more than one musical instrument, and 
chatted agreeably. This was all which Arthur 
knew of her, and this, to his impulsive and unre- 
flecting nature, was enough. He strove most as- 
siduously during that week to win her favour, and 
was too sanguine in his temperament to feel very 
doubtful of success. With such sentiments, and 
little practised in self-control, it was scarcely to 
be expected that Arthur would, like Frederic, for- 
bear the expression of his feelings. More than 
once, accordingly, during the last two 4&ys of his 
visit, he was on the point of revealing them, bu. 
was checked by the perfect simplicity and seem- 
ing unconsciousness of Ella. 

The last morning hafl come, and he found him 
self alone with her. They had been singing tq,. 
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gether a duet which he had expressed a desire to 
learn, and as she left the pianoforte and took a seat 
on a sofa, he followed her, and, seating himself 
near her, said, '^ It is a painful thought that it may 
be long, very long, before I enjoy this pleasure 
again." 

" Why ?" said Ella, simply enough. " Are you 
not permitted to sing on board a ship ?" 

" Yes ; but I take litde pleasure in singing 
alone." 

" And do none of your brother officers sing V 

"I know not, I care not. Miss Manvers, is it 
that you do not or that you will not understand me ? 
Must I tell you — '' 

" Tell me nothing, Mr. Macon, which you would 
not be willing my father or my grandmother should 
hear ; nothing which may make you tl^nk hereaf- 
ter with dissatisfaction of a visit which*! hope has 
not been altogether unpleasant to you." 

She rose to leave the room, but Arthur placed 
himself before her. 

" But, Ella — Mis3 Manvers — ^I am quite willing 
your father should know my sentiments. I intend 
he shall know them as soon as I have ascertained 
yours." 

" Mine, Mr. Macon, are precisely such as they 
might be supposed to be for an acquaintance of a 
week, entitled, by my father's introduction, to my 
respect." She bowed, and passed from the room, 
without any farther effort on Arthur's part to de- 
tain her. 

"Dignified enough!" he exclaimed, when he 
recovered his first surprise ; " and plain enough, 
too. Who would have believed it of her, as simple 
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as she seemed ?" He paused a moment, and then, 
while his face reddened with shame and anger, 
continued, " A pretty figure I must have cut in her 
ejes for the last two or three days, striving to 
make her see what she doubtless saw clearly 
onough, and what she was playing off as skilfully 
as the most arrant coquette could have done. Sim 
pie indeed !" 

Ah ! ArUmr Macon, you have learned two im- 
portant lessons, that simplicity and dignity are not 
incompatible, and that it is as well not to believe 
too implicitly in a woman's ignorance of feelings 
which she does not appear to see. 

Arthur Macon would gladly have left Mr. Man- 
vers's house immediately after his explanation with 
Ella, and thus have avoided meeting her again, 
could he have found an excusp for so doing. Ella 
was, on hei: part, no less desirous to esc£q;>e another 
interview, and when she left Arthur it was with 
the intention not to see him again. This was an 
intention more easily entertained than accomplish- 
ed, as Ella felt when the dinner hour arrived. No 
unexceptionahle apology presented itself to her for 
remaining in her own apartment. Indisposition, 
which she might have alleged, as her unusual ex- 
citement had occasioned a slight headache, would 
cause painful anxiety to her father and grandmother, 
and rather than do this, Ella would ^ve encoun 
tered a much greater annoyance than an hour of 
Arthur Macon's society. Should she explain the 
real motive of her seclusion, it would, she thought, 
excite her father's displeasure against Arthur, and 
this she was generously disposed to avoid. ,For 
the completion of this generous purpose, Ella felt 
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chat she must not only app^r at dinner, but that 
her manner must be such as neitibier to awaken 
observation nor induce inquiry. She therefore 
appeared, as usual, with her grandmother, and, to 
Arthur's surprise, exhibited to him ail her usual 
courtesy, though, perhaps, with not quite her usual 
ease. This dSference of manner was, however, so 
slight, that it was perceived only by Arthur himself, 
to whom it was not displeasing. He began to ac- 
knowledge to himself that he had been ia too great 
haste-— that feminine propriety had positively de- 
manded 5f Ella that she should check his aj^parent 
presun^ion, whatever her own feelings towards 
him might be. He resolved to do his utmost to 
retrieve this false step. While his ship remained 
in port, he would act die humble and submissive 
lover to her, and before he sailed he would in- 
tercede, through her father, for her forgiveness and 
acceptCAce. If he might trust the deepening 
colour on her cheek whenever he addressed her, 
he thought the intercession woidd not be rejected. 
Indulging hopes thus slightly grounded, Arthur 
bsde adieu to lus hosjntable entertainers, and de- 
parted with scarce less pleasant aaticipadons Haam 
Frederic. 

10 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

^ For though I am not tpIenetiTo and rash, 
Tet have I in me something dangeroas, 
Which let thy wisdom fear. Hold off thy Land.'' 

Hamlet, 

The day appointed for ^e political contest ii 
wlpch Mr. Manvers was to play so important a 
part having arrived, Frederic and Arthur obtained 
permission to spend it in the city, where they 
might observe the aspect of affairs, and receive the 
earliest assurance of the success of Mr. Manvers, 
of which they flattered themselves there was little 
doubt. Having little practical acquaintance with 
elections, they never suspected that in entering, 
about two o'clock in the afternoon, a house in 
which refreshments appeared to be liberally dis- 
pensed, they were identifying themselves with a 
party, and that the party opposed to their friend. 
As they reached the door, Arthur suddenly recol- 
lected an appointment he had made to meet a gen- 
tleman elsewhere at that hour, and he turned off, 
saying, "Set to, Fred, without ceremony; if I 
find him there I will bring him along with me, or 
apologize and return without him." 

Frederic went in, but, determining not to .dim 
till Arthur's return, drew his chair to a windov 
and took up a newspaper to pass away the tim«> 
He found it impossible, however, so to interest hiiM 
self i« its communications as to avoid hearing the 
buzz around him, out of which only a few wot%i& 
now and then reached him with any distinctnf»r>s« 
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and these always bore reference to the business 
of the day — ^the election. At length one speaker 
fixed his attention, by his louder tones and greater 
fluency. Frederic looked up, and found him to be 
a person whom he had occasionally seen in the 
streets of New-Orleans, and of whom, he had been 
told, little was known except that he styled himself 
Colonel Granby, of the British army, and diat he 
was last from one of the West India Islands. He 
had brought no letters of introduction with him, re- 
lying, as it would seem, on his own merits. These 
few were willing to take upon trust, and, in conse- 
quence, many, and among others Mr. Manvers, 
had declined inviting him to their houses, or re- 
ciprocating his somewhat persevering civilities. 

This man now stood within a few feet of Fred- 
eric ; his slight figure, thin, sharp features, dark 
complexion, raven hair and whiskers, and jetty 
eyes, which wandered restlessly firom object to 
object as he spoke, only fixing themselves for a 
moment at long intervals on die person he was 
addressing, contrasting singularly with the appear- 
ance of this latter, who was an honest countryman, 
broad chested and round shouldered, with good- 
humoured face, blue eyes, and sandy hair. When 
Frederic looked up, the countryman was saying, 
with a puzzled air, "Well, Mr. What's-your- 
name, you talk very fair, and yet I don't hardly 
know what to make of it, for I don't think the 
Manvers I know'd would a' done sich a shabby 
thing ; and I reckon as how he must be the same 
Manvers they've got on this piece of paper," show- 
ing a ticket which he held in his hand. 

"Perhaps not, my good friend," said Colonel 
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Granby, in soft tones and with singularly rapid 
enunciatioxi, " perhaps not. Po you know the 
first name of your friend Mr. Manyers 1" 

^' No ; but 1 tUnk it was Charles^ and this one, 
I see, is named Charles ; but I know that my Mr 
Manyers came Ironr somewhere North, wad he 
married a daughter of old Delaneux's, and when 
I know'd 'em they used to liye at the old man's 
handsome place — Laurel Grove." 

'* Oh ! my good sir, that is quite another indi- 
vidual. "Why jdus Mr. Manvers came over here 
from the West Indies ; and though he professes 
to have been bom in America, many persons sup- 
pose him to be still a British subject." 

*^ Now you don't tell !" excl^med the amazed 
countryman ; " and so I liked to have gived my 
vote to one of them Britishers. Well, he don't 
get no vote from old Ben Bird, that's settled," 
and he tore his ticket emd threw it on the ground. 

*^ Hurra ! my friend ; there's a true American 
spirit. Now let me give you another ticket-*->- 
one for Mr. Lamotte, a real Louisianian, bom 
and raised here^ Hke yourself." 

" There you miss it, my clever fellow," said Ben 
Bird, with a chuckle, "for I'm a rale Georgy, up- 
country cracker, and wasn't bom here, nor raised 
here at all ; but, anyhow, Louisiana's better than 
the West Ingies-*-80 give us your ticket." 

Frederic had listened to this conversation first 
with amusement, and then with amazement at the 
bold falsehoods of the specious colonel and the 
easy gullibility of the honest countryman ; but, as 
the latter stretched out his hand to receive the of- 
fered ticket, ho rose and said, in a very quiet but 
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very fiifti maimer, ^ My fsbend, bdbee you take tnat 
tieket, just allow me to say lliat I am intimately 
acquainted with Mr. Manvers, the candidate for 
Ck>ngr688, and that he is a nature of Connecticut, 
who came here early in life, married Miss Dela- 
neux, of Laurel Grore, on which place he now re- 
sides with the aged and widowed Mrs. Delaneux, 
and that I, as well as you, f^l assured that he could 
not be guilty of a shabby action." 

The old man looked from Frederic to the colonel 
and from the colonel to Frederic, and then said, 
with a flushed and angry face, " I wish I know'd 
which of you two chaps was a lying." 

Frederic met his gaze fully, and said, with a 
smile, " Laurel Grove is only four miles off; if you 
will drive there wiAh me you will soon ascertain 
that I am not." 

^ Do you mean to say that I am, sir ?" asked the 
colonel, with considerable bhister in his manner. 

" I mean to say nothing at all to you, sir ; my 
inferences are pretty plain, but you must take the 
trouble to draw them for yourself." 

" I presume, sir, you are prepared to meet the 
consequences of your words. We gentlemen of 
the army have an easy way of settling such affairs. 
I shall send a friend to you to-morrow/' 

" You may save yourself the trouble of doing 
so," said Frederic ; " I am always prepared to meet 
the consequences of my words, as I spedL only 
truth ; but I take the liberty of settling my affairs 
in my own way." 

" That's right, lad. I do believe you're the true 
libie, after all," exclaimed Ben Bird. 

Encouraged by Fiedenc's quietness, which, 
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though it could by no on* be mistaken for timidity, 
seemed to offer impunity for considerable bluster, 
the colonel advanced towards him with threatenuig 
gestures, saying, " Do you insult a gentleman, and 
Sien think to escape from him thus T" 

Frederic did not recoil a step, or raise an arm to 
repel his advance, but, looking him steadily in the 
face, said, " I am making, as you perceive, no at- 
tempt to escape. As for insult, I have odbred 
none. I have told the truth ; if that is an insult to 
you, it is your own fault for placing yourself in op- 
position to it. For the rest, you may bluster as 
much as you will ; but, if you have any affection 
for your person, I advise you not to touch me. I 
should endeavour to handle you gently, but I might 
not be able to avoid hurting you." 
' A low laugh from the pleased Ben Bird gave 
additional bitterness to this pill, and the colonel 
could by no means digest it. Retreating a few 
steps, so as to place himself out of reach of Fred- 
eric's arm, he called loudly, " Here is an emissary 
from the Manvers side carrying off our voters." 

The room was nearly filled with men, some eat- 
ing or drinking, but most collected into various 
groups, conversing earnestly. Engaged as all 
were, however, this call attracted instant attention, 
and from every side came cries of " Hustle him 
out," " Throw him through the window," coupled 
with epithets little suited to our pages. 

Ben Bird braced himself up, and assumed a box 
ing attitude, saying, " Come on ; you'll have two to 
hustle out. It won't be easy to throw me through 
the window, I reckon." But above his voice — 
above all the confusion, arose Frederic's clear, un- 
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faltering tones. ^< I denied a hearing from every 
man of truth and honour here. Hear me, my 
friends, and then I am willing you should judge 
me." . • 

"That's fair — ^hear him first," shouted many 
voices. A few still cried, " No ; throw him out — 
what business had he in our quarters V* But these 
last were evidently too much intoxicated to accom- 
plish their own threats, and their voices were soon 
silenced. 

Frederic's face neither paled with dismay nor 
Hushed with anger during this scene. Standing 
quietly, he watched, with a wary eye, the advance 
of those who were endeavouring to make theif way 
to him, till the tumult had abated. Then he called 
out, " I am the emissary oi no party — ^not even en- 
titled to a vote, as my Aiform will show you. I 
came to this house only to procure a dinner, not 
knowing that it was appropriated to any set of men. 
I have sought no quarrel, and have not spoken of 
Mr. Manvers except to assure this man by my side 
that Mr. Manvers, the candidate, is the same man 
with Mr. Manvers, the proprietor of Laurel Grove. 
If in this I have spoken falsely, I am in your 
power, and you may punish me ; if truly, and you 
are men of honour, you can have no quarrel with 
me." 

As Frederic spoke many frowning brows relax- 
. ed, and if some still scowled upon him, it was evi- 
dent thai any attempt of theirs to injure him would 
have been resisted by a greater number of their 
own party ; and, to render his triumph complete, 
there now appeared a new and powerM ally on 
the scene, in a gendemaa who, when he conmien- 
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cod speaking, had ente#|^ tlirongh a dfxnr eom- 
municating with an inner i^Mtrtment. He remain- 
ed quietly near the door till Frederic had ended 
what he had to say, when, advancing towards him 
through the opening crowd, iie ssdd, ^ No, Mr. 
Stanley, no quarrel with you, and no qiHurrel with 
truth, let it come from whom it will:" 

" Ah, Mr. De Vilkrs," said Frederic, springing 
forward to meet him, '* I am very glad to see you." 

" You have conquered without my aid, I see," 
said Mr. De Yillars, as he shook his hand warmly ; 
*< hut I am glad I have come in time to assure my 
friends that they have yielded cmly to truth." Then 
turning to those around, he added, ** I am well ac- 
quainted with this gentleman, and assure you that 
he is, as he says, the embsary of no party." 

Mr. De Villars invited l^deric to dine with him, 
but this he declined, as he was desirous to meet 
Arthur, and prevent his return to this house. As he 
was going out he looked around for Ben Bird: 
" I'm a coming," said that worthy, perceiving the 
glance ; *' but I jist want, before I go, to see that 
'ere fellow that tried to bamboozle me." 

This want was not satisfied; for the gafiant 
colonel had departed during the confusion he had 
himself excited, and honest Ben Bird had to post- 
pone his benevolent design of ** giving him a piece 
of his mind" till anolher opportunity should presem 
itself. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

'* Thou cantt hurt no inan't fame with thy ill word : 
Thy tongue is full as harmless as thy sword."— Scbofe. 

And where was Arthur during this scene 1 At 
the hotel at which he had engaged to meet his 
friend Mr. Rousseau at two o'clock. Mr. Rous- 
seau was a perfect model of punctuality. He had 
presented himself at the place appointed precisely 
at two, waited ten minutes, and Mr. Macon not 
appearing, had departed, leaving in a note his re- 
grets that another engagement compelled him to 
be off before his arrival, and an assurance that he 
would return in half an hour precisely, when he 
hoped to find him. H^fvas scarcely out of sight 
when Arthur arrived. 

Vexed to find him gone, and yet more vexed to 
be compelled by this note to await hia return, Ar- 
thur walked impatiently up and down the wide 
hall of the hotel, examining his watch every few 
seconds, and more than once putting it to his ear 
with the conviction that it had stopped. Perhaps 
ten minutes had passed in this way from the time 
of his entrance, when two gentlemen, ascending 
arm in arm the steps of the hotel, proceeded into 
its bar-room. Seating themselves where, thou^ 
not in Arthur's sight, they were so near a daaa^ 
opening on the scene of his promenade thate%t|$^> 
word they said could be distinctly heard by hifnl 
one of them continued a narration, which appeared 
in a high deg];ee to excite the merriment of both. 
Their laughter was annoying to Arthur in his pres- 
11 
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ent chafed mood, and he yas turning away to seek 
some place in which it would not be audible, when 
the name of Manvers arrested his attention. As 
he had no scruples of conscience in listening to a 
conversation for which the speakers evidently 
sought no secrecy, he remained. 

" And what did the countryman say to all this ?" 
asked one of the gentlemen. 

" Oh, honest Clodpole, never having played off a 
hoax in his life, of course had no suspicion of one ; 
so he was as good as won, when up starts a young 
meddler in the shape of a seadog, and with a cant- 
ing tone, for the pure love of tru&, as he professed, 
undid all which I had done. I could have for- 
given him the loss of a vote for the sake of Clod- 
pole's amazed looks — ^ha ! ha ! ha ! — ^it was the 
best farce I ever saw ; bulrtien, you know, the in- 
terference with myself could not be passed over ; 
so I just gave the young gentleman a slight hint 
of how we of the army arrange such affairs, and in 
all my service I never saw such a rapid retreat as 
he executed." 

" What ! showed the white feather ?" 

" The white feather ! I wish you could have 
seen him, or have heard him — ^that would have 
been amusement enough — ^while he begged my par- 
don, and did not mean to offend me, and all that 
sort of thing, till, finding there was no £ght in him, 
and that Clodpole had become too' wary to be 
caught again, I came off." 

"And who was this very peaceably-disposed 
young gentleman ?" 

** Ah ! that's the strangest part oC the story ; a 
naval officer — ^rather a good-looking young man 
too, if be wi^ not so fair," 
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" You surely do not m^an young Stanley, of the 
Enterprise ?" 

" The same," said Captain Granby, whose in- 
ventive powers our readers have probably already 
recognised in this account of his interview wiUi 
Frederic Stanley. 

The last words had scarcely left the cs^tain's 
lips before he was l3dng prostrate, while Arthur 
Macon, whose blow had struck him from his chair 
to the floor, was standing over him, exclaiming, 
" Cowardly slanderer ! you know that every word 
you have uttered of Mr. Stanley is a lie. Retract 
it instantly." 

But the captain's fall and Arthur's loud tones 
had drawn several persons to the spot, and while 
the gentleman with whom lie had been conversing 
assisted the former to dse, many hands were out- 
stretched to restrain the latter from farther outrage. 

Ascertaining that his flery assailant was thus 
secured. Captain Granby advanced towards Mm 
with a menacing air, saying, "You may thank the 
protection of these gentlemen, sir, for saving you 
from immediate punishment." 

A quick movement on Arthur's part to escape 
from die " protection" thus commended to his grati- 
tude caused the captain to step back ; but, recover- 
ing himself, with a haughty erection of his figure 
he said, " You shall soon bear from me, sir," and 
left the room, accompanied by his friend. 

The hotel in which this scene had occurred was 
that which Captain Granby at present honoured 
with his abode. He therefore proceeded with his 
friend, Mr. Kirkpatrick, to his own apartment This 
gentleman, Mr. Kirkpatrick, was thoroughly ac- 
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painted with the most approTed modes of heaHng 
womided honour, and he at once prescribed for 
Captain Granby's with the most perfect self-reli- 
ance. 

"Yon are, I think, not much acquainted is 
New-Orleans, Captain Granby: it will give m« 
great pleasure to act as your friend in this litde 
aflfair." 

" Thank you — ihaxik you, m3^ear sir ; you are 
very kind ; but — " a long pause, during which Mr. 
Kirkpatrick looked hard at the captain. ''Do you 
know who this young man is ?" 

" No, except that he wears a uniform, and is 
therefore entitled to the treatment of a gentleman. 
But, if you accept my services, I will soon ascer- 
tain all which is necessary, by taking your card 
to him and requestmg his in return." 

" Oh, thank you — ^thank you. I shall be much 
obliged to you." 

Mr. Kirkpatrick waited a moment, and then 
said, " I must trouble you for a card then." 

"Oh yes! I had forgotten." 

The card was handed, and Mr. Kirkpatrick de- 
parted on his mission. Captain Granby remained,^ 
execrating his own folly, which had placed him in 
such a position, and planning how he could avoid 
the fight, for whibh he had little appetite. The 
only way of doing this which suggested itself to 
him was an immediate and secret removal from 
New-Orleans. This was inconvenient,, as he had 
found it a profitable field for his arts as a gamester ; 
but it would be better than to nm the risk oi a duel 
with Arthur, or the yet greater risk of one with 
Mr. Kirkpatrick, which 1^ feared, since that g^i* 
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ttonan had interested himself so deeply in his 
honour, must Mow any attempt at an evasion of 
what he considered necessary for its preservation. 
We suspect that few have ever prayed " deliver me 
from my enemies" with more fervour than C]4>tain 
Granby, on this eventliil day, would have besought 
deliverance from this, his self-constituted friend. 

Mr. Kirkpatrick soon returned, bringing Arthur's 
card, and reputing that Mr. Macon had retired 
with his friend, Mr. Rousseau, to his rooms, which 
were not distant, and would there await any com- 
munication from Captain Granby. There was no 
escs^ for the captain from at least writing a chal- 
lenge. It was written, and contained a very ob- 
vious allusicm to the conciliatory powers of an 
apology. 

" An apology !" exclaimed Mr. Kirkpatrick, on 
reading it, " an apology lor knocking a man down. 
Excuse me, sir ; I cannot be the bearer of such an 
epistle." 

" But, my good sir, he is very young — such a 
mere boy," said the kuid, pitying captain. 

'* A boy who can strike such a blow is entitled 
to be met as a man." 

The note was re-written, and this time, under 
Mr. Kirkpatrick's dictation, its style became so 
determined that Caption Granby was yet more 
convinced that nothing but the flight he contem- 
plated could save him from becoming a target for 
the exhibition of Mr. Macon's skill as a marks- 
man. 

And now let us turn to Arthur — the nobler Ar- 
thur, as he sat in Mr. Rousseau's rooms awaiting 
this missive. Mr. Rousseau had left him to seek 
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for Captaiix L., with whom he was acquamted, and 
procure from him an extension of Arthisr's leave 
of absence. He was also to see Frederic Stanley, 
and say to him that his friend had made engage- 
ments which would prevent his returning with 
him to the brig. Arthur was therefore alone ; and 
what were his thoughts ? Were they triumphant, 
self-gratulating, such ws would have inspired a 
spirit fearless as his in meeting even certain death 
in a holy cause ? 

Far otherwise. His faculties never before ap- 
peared so active ; and as he felt the full pulse of 
existence bounding through his veins — as memory 
woke, from their deathlike sleep, forms and tone* 
which had long lain buried in her cells, and ima- 
gination brought thronging around him the crea^ 
tions with which she makes the future glorious 
life seemed to him brighter, dearer than ever ; the 
grave darker, and etemily — ^but there his thoughts 
shrank back — 

** He dared not look bejond the gnre." 

Back — ^back to earth turned the spirit which might 
soon leave it forever ; and with what lingering ten- 
derness did it hover over all its loveliness ! His 
home — his mother — the gentle being who had 
cradled him on her breast and folded him in her 
arms, strong only in her love — ^who had, without a 
murmur, suffered him to go when he willed it, yet 
lived only in the hope of his return ! And this 
hope — ^the star of her life — he was about to dark- 
en ! How vividly came back the moment of part- 
ing ; again his head was on her bosom, her kissea 
on his lips her tears upon his cheek. Arthm 
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povered bis eyes with his liand and groaned aloud ; 
then starting from his seat, walked rapidly across 
the room, saying, "Frederic deserves it of me. 
Did he not risk his life to save mine ?" And you 
are risking yours, Arthur, for what ? To save his ? 
It is not even threatened. But his honour — is not 
that dearer than life ? But can his honour suffer 
from the breath of a Captain Granby ? If so, let it 
perish ; it is not worth preserving. But I attacked 
him. What will the world say if I refuse his 
challenge ? Ah, Arthur ! you have at last reached 
the spring ; what will the world say ? Coward ! 
do you dread its lash ? Then be its slave, and 
obey your master — ^the master who puts his chains, 
not on your wrists and ankles, but on your spirit ; 
and — ^haxk ! he calls you even now. 

There was a tap at the door, and in an instant 
all agitation had passed from Arthur's face, and 
with a quietness of manner which would have de- 
ceived the most vigilar t eye, he opened it. It was 
only a servant to announce Mr. Kirkpatrick. Ar- 
thur invited him to walk up. He entered with 
ceremonious politeness, and, handing the note of 
which he was the bearer, watched Arthur's coun- 
tenance while he read. It told no tales ; except 
a slight curl of the lip, all was still there. As he 
finished the note, he said, " Pray be seated, Mr. 
Kirkpatrick. Mr. Rousseau must be in soon, and 
he will make the necessary arrangements with you 
for the meeting, which can be my only answer to 
this note." 

Even while he spoke Mr. Rousseau entered. 
He was acquainted with Mr. Kirkpatrick, and di-* 
▼ined his errand there. Arthur handed him the 
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note, and when he had read it, said, ** RousseaUi I 
have told Mr. Kirkpatrick that you will act as my 
Mend, and make the necessary arrangements wiA 
him for this meeting. Before I leave you I have 
but one thing to say, and that regards time. What 
is done must be done quickly ; this erening if pos- 
sible ; for, once on board the brig, I am no longei 
my own master, and may be compelled to sail 
when I least expect it. In every other respect I 
leave myself in your hands." 

Arthur withdrew to another room, and it was 
nearly an hour before Mr. Rousseau joined him 
there. But, though again alone, he did not resume 
the train of thought which had been interrupted by 
Mr. Kirkpatrick's arrival. There was no sus« 
pense, no doubt now in relation to his course. He 
was resolved. He had taken the first and decisive 
step, and Arthur was not one to pursue any path 
faltenngly, hesitatingly. He endjeavoured to put 
away from his thoughts the whole subject, and suc- 
ceeded, at least, in resolutely turning away from 
every remembrance or imagination which could 
depress his spirits or make his nerves unsteady. 

When Mr. Rousseau rejoined him, he asked ea* 
gerly when the meeting was to be. 

" To-morrow morning," was the reply ; " on the 
opposite side of the river." 

" Not till to-morrow morning !" said Arthur, in a 
disappointed tone. 

" Why, it is sunset now, Macon ; before we 
could be there it would be dark." 

" Well, it must be so, I suppose." 

'' Have you nothing else to ask ?" said Mr. Rous* 
seau. 
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• No ; I told you I would leave everydiing else 
lo you. Pistols, I si^pose ?" 

"Yes." 

There was a moment's pause, aad Arthur, start- 
ing up, said, "Come, Rousseau, the polls nmst 
have closed ; let us see how the election has ter- 
minated." 

Away they went. Mr. Manvers had been elect- 
ed by a very large maJOTity, and none of his friends 
evinced their triumph by louder' gratulation than 
Arthur. From the polls he carried Mr. Rousseau 
to the theatre, but the play seemed tame to his ex- 
cited mood, and he proposed to collect a party of 
Mends and adjourn to some hotel, where he would 
provide a supper in honour of Mr. Manvers's suc- 
cess. Mr. Rousseau readily agreed to this propo- 
sal. Six or eight choice spirits were soon secur- 
ed, and, till long past midnight, Arthur's song and 
jest brightened the hours to others and himself. 
He went immediately to bed on his return home. 
We know not if he slept, but with the first gray 
davi^n he was up, and awoke his friend. As they 
were leaving the house, Rousseau said, hesitating- 
ly, " No directions — ^letters — ^messages, Macon ?" 

" No, no," said Arthur, hunying on ; " Frederic 
Stanley will do all that is necessary." Then, 
pausing a moment, he added, " Tell him, Rousseau, 
that I honour him more than I ever did, and wish 
I could have been more like him ; but it's no use 
thinking of that now," he added, as he again 
walked rapidly on. They were soon at the river- 
side. Their boat was in waiting, and they left the 
shore just as the eastern sky began to show a tinge 
of red, heiald of the c(miing sun 
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There was no pallor on Arthur's face — ^there was 
no quivering of his nerves — ^there was no shadow 
on his brow. " What a fearless spirit !" said Mr. 
Rousseau to himself. Could he have seen the 
spirit he would have given a different award, for 
he would have seen it with its eyes determinately 
closed, not daring to face the images thronging 
around it-^not daring to read the decree of con- 
science — ^not daring to look upon it^ future desti- 
nies. He might have said truly, " What a strong 
will which can thus resolutely close the spirit's 
eyes!— what iron nerves which can thus meet, 
without a thrill, the worst physical ills !" 

The strong will, the iron nerves — ^these make the 
courage of the lion or the tiger; but the fearless 
spirit — ^that belongs to man — ^immortal man — alone, 
and seldom even to him. It is his only who dares 
to look upon the spiritual world — ^who shrinks not 
from a view of all which he may encounter through 
a never-ending existence, and who, having marked 
out his course by the light which eternity pours on 
his unblenching vision, pursues it calmly, serenely, 
fixedly, though a world's jeers attend Imn. 

And how had Captain Granby passed this night ? 
Not, as he would have desired, in a rapid flight 
from New-Orleans — 

" East—west— he cared not whither**— 

for the attentive friend his fate had raised up for 
him in Mr. Kirkpatrick, never left his side long 
enough to give him an opportunity of accomplish- 
ing this desire. 

Something in the captain's manner, ^t the time 
of writing the challenge, had awakened Mr. Kirk- 
Patrick's doubts whether his Mend was quite as 
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brave as Julias Csesar. But the honour which 
Mr. Kirkpatrick had taken under his care must be 
borne through all difficulties scatheless ; and never 
did faithful sentry- guard a prisoner more vigilantly 
than that gentleman guarded his dismayed friend. 
He ate with him, drank with him, slept with him. 
Drank with him we may well say, for, having a 
strong head himself, he plied him with wine till 
wild excitement sank into drunken stupor. Sleep 
followed, and, ere the captain was awake, Mr. 
Kirkpatrick had again prepared the stimulants, to 
which he trusted for giving him at least temporary 
courage. All this would scarcely have succeeded, 
had there not been something on Mr. Kirkpatrick's 
brow, and in his manner, which said to Captain 
Granby, as plainly as any words could have done, 
" You fight him or you fight me — ^take your choice." 
"Thus hedged in, he perforce proceeded on his per 
ilous path. 

During their passage across the river, Mr. Kirk- 
patrick gave many lessons and admonitions to his 
"rembling neophyte, and managed so dexterously 
o insinuate that what must be done might as weU 
oe done' gracefully, that the captain began to as- 
sume something of the resolution of the child who, 
finding that he must swallow a nauseous dose, de- 
termines to do it without being held. According- 
ly, when he arrived on the ground, his pallid face 
and the tremulousness of his movements were all 
4hat gave evidence of the dastardly fear under 
which his spirit writhed, and these might have 
been ascribed to his night's dissipation and his 
early rising. He had secretly indulged a linger- 
mg, faint hope that Arthur would at the last apolo 
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gize ; but that was now gone. In Arthnf's face be 
saw only fixed detennination. 

We will not dwell on the details of this scene 
of licensed murder — ^licensed by the laws of so- 
ciety, if not by the land — Irom which our soul re- 
coils with horror and disgust. It has been with 
painful reluctance that we hare so far pursued its 
history ; but we could not a^oid showing of what 
miserable elements, alike in the noble and the base, 
that feeling is composed, which, under such cir- 
cumstances, wears the aspect and is dignified with 
the name <^ courage. Having done this, we obey 
our inclinations, and hurry on to the result. 

Arthur Macon faces his antagonist with unUench- 
u^g eye» erect figure, and firm hand; but some 
lurking pity in IsSb soul forbids him to take delib- 
erate aim, and his bullet flies wide of the mark. 

Captain Granby's eyes roll wildly aromid, and 
his hand trembles as, scarcely conscious, he touches 
the trigger. Arthur reels — ^falls — ^falls by such a 
hand— alas! alas! 



CHAPTER XVI. 

'* The anffeli of affliction ipread their toils alike for tlie Tirtnoua nl 
dbB wicked.^— lUsssLAS. 

The surgeon, whose attendance Mr. Rousseau 
had secured, having examined Arthur's wound, de- 
clared that, though likely to prove severe, it had 
not, apparently, affected any vital part. He then 
proceeded to apply such baiodages as would stanch 
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the bleeding, saying diat ^rther examination must 
be postponed tiH Mr. Macon had been removed to 
some place where he might be kept perfectly quiet 
after the ball was extracted and the wound dress- 
ed. With his usual detemiination, Arthur insisted 
that this place should be on board the Enterprise. 
It was nearer than the city ; he should have there 
the attendance of Dr. Ferris, the ship's surgeon, in 
whom he placed the highest confidence, as well as 
that of Dr. Leconte, the surgeon now with him. 
In a word, he must go to the -ship. His wound 
was beginning to be painful, and, as Dr. Leconte 
marked the fitful flushing of his face, but a moment 
before pale^ vnth the loss of blood, he coimselled 
Mr. Rousseau to yield to his friend's wishes, with- 
out the delay or irritation of farther argument. 
Such a bed as could be prepared of coats and a 
sail was made in the bottom of the boat, and Ar- 
thur being laid upon it, and supported by the sur- 
geon, Mr. Rousseau steered towards the ship. 

Frederic Stanley was on deck when the boat ar- 
rived in which lay his friend, with pallid face and 
closed eyes, on which death seemed already to have 
laid his hand. His dismay, his sorrow, were in- 
describable ; but they were expressed in his coun- 
tenance, and Mr. Rousseau hastened to relieve 
him. Rapidly ascending the ship's side, he caught 
Frederic's hand, saying, " Your friend is severely 
wounded, Mr. Stanley, but the surgeon assures 
me his life is in no danger." 

" Thank God !" ejacdated Frederic, and, with- 
out another question, busied himself with the ar 
rangements necessary for Arthui^s comfort. 

We have said already that Arthur Macon was a 



d by Google 



142 CONQUEST ANI> SELF-CONQUEST; OR, 

favoimte on board, and this was now fully eyinced. 
Captain L. surrendered one of his state-rooms to 
the invalid, and diere was not one of the officers 
who would not readily have yielded to him any of 
his own comforts. A fuller examination of the 
wound was now made than had been practicable 
on the ground, and it was found that the ball had 
entered the side and broken two of the ribs. It 
had then been diverted in some way from its seem- 
ingly fatal course, and lay in a position which made 
it easy of extraction. Yet Arthur fainted more 
than once during tlie operation, from pain and loss 
of blood ; and when it was over, Dr. Ferris begged 
that he might be left entirely to his care for a tirne^ 
as he considered perfect stillness and repose of the 
utmost importance to him. 

" And now, Mr. Rousseau," said Frederic Stan* 
ley, when they were again on deck, "pray ex- 
plain all this. With whom had Arthur this meet- 
ing?" 

" With Captain Granby, of the British army,' 
said Mr. Rousseau. 

Captain L. was near enough to hear the ques- 
tion and reply, and he repeated, in a tone of con- 
tempt, " Captain Granby, of die British army ' 
Why, Rousseau, that man kept a farb-table in Ha 
vana, where I have seen him myself. He was 
horsewhipped there, and forced to leave the place 
for some of his malpractices at play." 

" Is it possible ?" exclaimed Mr. Rousseau. 

" You would not find it difficult to believe, sir," 
said Frederic, " if you had been with me yester- 
day, when, after uttering the most atrocious false- 
hoods of Mr. Manvers, he stole away, under cover 
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of an uproar he had h^nself excited, from the anger 
of the man he attempted to deceive." 

" You surprise me," said Mr. Bousseau. " I saw 
no backwardness to fight in him." 

" There may have been a great deal which you 
did not see," said Frederic, with a smile. 

" Yes, yes," said Captain L. ; "I have never 
thought duelling any great test of courage. A rat, 
they say, will fight if you comer him." 

"But what caused Arthur's quarrel with this 
man ?" asked Frederic. 

Mr. Rousseau hesitated a moment, and then said, 
" I may as well tell you, Mr. Stanley, for, if I do 
not, some other, I suppose, will. It was on your 
account. Some misrepresentation, it is probable, 
by Captain Granby, of the very interview to which 
you have alluded." 

" Oh ! Mr. Rousseau," said Frederic, " had I but 
known of this meeting, how easily I could have pre- 
vented it! Of that interview there were many 
witnesses — some of them highly respectable men 
—•and their testimony would have made this man's 
falsehood and baseness so evident, that no man of 
honour could have met him. Now that he has 
fought a duel, ke is an honourable man, and his 
word will doubtless carry ten times more weight 
with it than before. So much for the use of duel- 
ling!" 

Frederic spoke bitterly, but the facts were con- 
vincing to all ; and even Mr. Rousseau, as he was 
rowed back to the city, wished that his friend Ma- 
con had not been quite so precipitate. 

The fever which succeeded Arthur's wound was 
severe, and Frederic saw that Dr. Ferris felt somo 
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uneasiness while it continued. In a week, bow- 
ever, this fever was overcome, and Arthur had only 
to contend with debility and the pain of an unheal* 
ed wound. The doctor then said to Frederic, 
" Now, Mr. Stanley, I can say that your friend is 
not in the slightest immediate danger ; but he may, 
nevertheless, feel for many months, or even years, 
the enfeebling effects of this wound on his consti- 
tution. This warm climate is bad for him. If he 
could go home for the summer months, he would 
recover more rapidly." 

" But how could he travel, doctor ?** 

" Gro by water, sir — ^go by water ; he could do 
that all the way to H ." 

" He could not go alone," said Frederic, thought- 
fully. 

" No ; but Captain L. would, I am sure, give 
you the leave of absence necessary to accompany 
him, and, when you are at home,, a word from a 
friend at Washington in the secretary's ear will 
procure you a furlough if you wish it, or a transfer 
to another ship — or, at worst, you can come back 
to us." 

Frederic was silent for some minutes, and then 
said, " I will consult Captain L." 

He did so ; and Captain L., feeling the impor- 
tance to Arthur of a return home, and the adifan- 
tage of his having Frederic as a companion on his 
voyage, and having rather more than the usua) 
complement of midshipmen for vessels of the class 
of that which he commanded, readily agreed to 
give him leave of absence, and to use his influence 
with the secretary to procure him a furlough, or 
another appointment, if he preferred that, on his 
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return home. The captain added, '< I would ad- 
vise you not to ask a long furiough, Mr. Stanley ; 
for, if signs' are to be trusted, we are not far from 
a fight with John BuU, and though there is not 
much chance of our beating him at sea, we may 
win some credit by giving him a hard victory ; and 
one gallant action will help you towards promotion 
more than years of steady service." 

When the advice of Dr. Ferris was made known 
to Arthur, he objected strongly to leaving the brig. 
He was sure there was no necessity for his going 
home ; he was getting better ; he would soon be 
well, especially if he could get to sea. Sea air 
would strengthen him directly. 

" Well," said Captain L., when Arthur's objec- 
tions were reported to him, " he will soon have an 
qpportunily to try the effect of a voyage, for in two 
days we shall be in the Gulf. A few days will 
test the correctness of Mr. Macon's opinions in his 
own case, and, if he find himself getting worse, he 
will then be willing to go h<Hne. In &e Gulf we 
shall have almost daily opportunities of putting him 
on board some northern-bound packet or merchant^ 
man." 

Frederic intended, before the two days to which 
Captain L. had limited his stay at New-Orleans 
were exjMred, to visit Mrs. Delaneux and EUa 
Manvers. Mr. Manvers, he knew, had already set 
out for Washington. This intention had not yet 
been executed, when, as he sat beside Arthur the 
next morning, a letter was handed to him. Arthur 
having read it, turned to Frederic, saying, ** This 
letter is from Mr. Manvers, Fred. He has heard 
ou the road some garbled account of this foolish 
.12 
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affair, which leads him to believe that it was on 
his account I met that knave. Here, read his let- 
ter ; there is a message in it to you which I do 
not understand. You will find," he added, with a 
languid smile, as Frederic began to read, ** that he 
is rather liiore grateful for my supposed defence of 
his honour than anotl^er friend of mine was on the 
like occasion." 

'* I could not be grateful to you for exposing 
your life, Arthur, which was in far more danger 
from that man's ball than I trust my honour would 
be from the false reports of such a notorious vil- 
lain." 

Frederic found that the letter contained the high- 
est compliments from Mr. Manvers to Arthur on 
his gallant conduct, and the warmest thanks for the 
exertion of that gallantry in defence of his honour. 
* In the concluding sentence he first named Freder- 
iqj^ it was to say, " Tell Mr. Stanley that my opin- 
ion have undergone very great change since we 
parted on the subject upon which we conversed 
just as he wa$ leaving Laurel Grove after his 
wee^ visit there. I beg he will dismiss from Ms 
mind all thought in regard to it." 

Frederic fixed his eyes musingly upon the letter 
for some minutes after having read it, and then, re- 
turning it to Arthur, rose and left the cabin with- 
out saying a word. Perhaps the only instance ia 
which these young men had ever practised reserve 
towards each other was in relation to the feelings 
which Ella Manvers had inspired ; a reserve, the 
causes of which they could scarce have analyzed 
themselves. 

Frederic, after leaving his fiiend, walked the 
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dock, thinking over and over again of the message 
from Mr. Manvers, and making vsein efforts to un- 
derstand the motives which had prompted it. At 
length, as he recollected the false intelligence 
which Mr. Manvers had received respecting Ar- 
thur's meeting with the self-styled Captain Gran- 
by, it occurred to him that probably the report of 
his fracas with that veracious personage had been 
equally incorrect. It might have been such as to 
persuade Mr. Manvers that, he had evinced want 
of friendship towards himself or want of spirit to- 
wards his defamer. "And this false impression 
would probably never have been communicated but 
for Arthur's attempt to defend me," said Frederic 
to himself: "another practical lesson on the uses 
of duelling." 

There is, perhaps, no position more painful than 
that which places you at a distance from a friend 
at thie moment you become aware that his. con- 
fidence in you has been destroyed by means 
which one hour's — ay, one half hour's interview 
would render powerless. Such now was Fred- 
eric's position. One who was colder^ore phleg- 
matic than he, would have found eiC^||^Tt in the 
assurance that truth would ultimately ^|rail, and 
Mr. Manvers admit the propriety of his actions. 
But Frederic's was an impetuous nature, as his 
first day at school may have testified ; though a 
nature possessing in a great degree that highest of 
all power — ^power over itself, and too noble to 
surrender itself wholly to those blind guides — ^im- 
pulses — ^however strong they might be. To him 
no soothing anticipation of future triumph came to 
Telievo his present half-indignant sorrow at th^ 
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thought that Mr. Manvers believed him a falsb 
friend or a cowardly foe ; and that, ere he could 
convince him of his mistake, the poison might be 
infused into Ella^s mind. He looked sadly towards 
Laurel Grove, but his face grew brighter as ho 
gazed, and h^ asked himself the question, almost 
aloud, " Why may I not see Mrs, Delaneux^ and 
relate all the circumstances of this affair to her ? 
Then the evil will rest with Mr. Manvers, and she 
may even have an earlier opportunity than I of 
expelling it from his mind." The thought was 
scarcely entertained before he commenced its exe- 
cution, by obtaining Captain L.'s permission for 
his visit. Landing at New-Orleans, he soon ob- 
tained a horse, and rode with no laggard pace to- 
wards Laurel Grove. There, everything was un- 
usually still around the house. It was a warm 
day, and the parlour windows were raised, but no 
person was visible. He knocked, and the servant 
who opened the door looked so dejected that 
Frederic asked, hastily, " What is the matter ?" 

" Our old mistress, Mrs. Delaneux, is so ill that 
the doctor is afraid she will never get well." 

"And Miss EUa?" 

" Well, sir, but very much distressed." 

Frederic could weU believe this, for, ^art from 
any selfish thought, he was himself distressed 
by the intelligence of Mrs. Delaneux's danger. 
«* Who is with Miss Manvers ?" he asked. 

" Either Mrs. Cotton or Miss Mary is with her 
constantly, and the doctqr never leaves the house, 
sir." 

Frederic hesitated. He could not ask to see 
EJia,, and he could not resolve to leave her with- 
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out some expression of his sympathy. He ob- 
tained permission to come in and write a note, yet, 
when he was seated in the parlour with writing 
materials before him, he was more at a loss than 
he had ever been in his life, fearful of saying too 
much or too little. At length he wrote with a 
pencil on one of his cards, "We leave N. O. 
to-morrow, dear Miss Manvers, and I could not go 
without expressing to you my deep regret at the 
intelligence, just received, of your dear grand- 
mother's illness. If it will not disturb her, pray 
express this to her, and believe me, you have my 
sincere prayers that God would preserve her and 
bless you both." 

He returned to his ship with a heart as full of 
sorrow as he had left it with ; but it was a sorrow 
less bitter, for no indignation mingled with it. It 
was not for himself he sorrowed now — ^it was for 
EUa. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

** Shim are but boards, sailon btit men : tbere be water thievea toA 
land thierea— I mean jAntMJ*^Skjflock. 

The next day the brig was on the Gulf, and Ar- 
thur Macon, as he looked forth from his state-room 
upon sky and water, and felt 

" The waves bonnd beneath him as a steed 
That knows its rider,'' 

exclaimed exultingly, "Now I shall be well 
again." But when a week had passed, his pulses 
beat as languidly and his aching head throbbed m 
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painfully as ever ; and with the heart-sickness of 
disappointed hope, Arthur closed his eyes upon 
the flashing waters, and thought of the green 
fields and flowery walks of his home, and yet 
more of the mother's hand which would there 
bathe his burning temples, and the gentle voice 
which would soodie his feverish irritation. These 
feelings were expressed to Frederic, and reported 
by him to Captain L., who promised that he would 
put the friends on board the first vessel they spoke 
bound to any northern port in the Unied States. 
The object of the present cruise of the brig Enter- 
prise was the protection of American commerce 
by the overawing, and, if possible, capturing some 
of those lawless cruisers which had long infested 
these seas, and which of late, under the control of 
the celebrated Lafitte,had greatly increased both in 
number and audacity. With this intention, they 
sailed at first right across the Gulf, coasted around 
several of the West India Islands, without touch- 
ing at any of them ; swept west towards the Mexi- 
can coast, then changed their course to the north 
and east, approaching as near the land as they 
dared, and keeping a sharp look-out on the many 
indentations of those shores, which formed the 
lurking-places of the adventurers they were seek- 
ing. Lafitte was at this period in die zenith of 
his power, and, notwifiistanding his professions 
of amity towards the Americar government, his 
cruisers showed as little regard to American 
rights and as much for American property as any 
other. The Enterprise was, by the calculation of 
those on board, nearly opposite the Island of Bar- 
rataria, whose outline was not distinguishable from 
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the neighbouring coast, when in the early nkoming 
they discovered a vessel with her sails Turled, 
lying apparently at anchor, about half a mile near- 
er in shore, and a mile farther ease than themselves. 
Her position was suspicious, and Captain L. de- 
termined to approach near enough to bring her 
within reach of his shot, and then send a boat on 
board to ascertain whai she was. 

A nearer approach rather dimininished than in- 
creased any suspicion of her warlike character ; 
for there was nothing in her build or her rigging 
which indicated to the experienced eyes now 
upon her, the fast-sailing privateersmanv Besides, 
she was evidently making no attempt to escape 
their threatened supervision, but lay as quietly as 
if she had been a packet taking in a cargo or 
waiting for passengers at the quay at New-Or- 
leans. Various opinions were formed and uttered 
by the officers on deck as they drew nearer and 
nearer to the quiet, but evidently not deserted ship. 
We say " evidently not. deserted," for figures might 
be seen moving about her deck, among whom some 
thought they could distinguish the waving gar- 
ments of women. 

" Why, Stanley," said one of the young midship- 
men, '* I've made her out. She is a packet just 
run down here to take you and Macon on board." 

"That's no bad idea," exclaimed Frederic; 
" for though it is not likdy she has come for that 
special purpose, she will serve us just as well if it 
turn out that she is a packet." 

A few minutes afterward Captain L. said, " I 
cannot make out her business hero ; btt of one 
thing I am certain — she is a packet." He then 
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tamed to give some order respecting the boat that 
was to board her. Frederic, stepped up, and pre- 
ferred a request that he Eiight be pennitted to go in 
the boat, in ordei*to ascertain the destination of the 
vessel, and inspect the accommodations which she 
ccHild offer to his friend, should she prove to be a 
packet Ci^ptain L. mused a moment after hear- 
ing him, cast another look at the strange sail, and 
then said, *^ Why, yes, Mr. Stanley ; I think she 
is more likely to serve your purpose than to give 
us any work. You will take the command of the 
boat, sir." 

After giving him some orders. Captain L. added, 
" I do not even suspect danger, Mr. Stanley, or I 
should think it my duty to place a more experienced 
hand at the helm ; but be cautious, sir, be cautious ! 
for these sea-robbers are as cunning as they are des- 
perate." 

The boat had already been lowered, and Fred- 
eric, making his parting obeisance to his com- 
mander, stepped into it, and was rowed rapidly 
away. As he approached the other vessel, his 
movements were observed with interest from the 
one he had left, and one of the officers, who was 
looking through a glass, exclaimed, '* Why, they 
crowd to the side of the ship to welcome Stanley 
as if he was an acquaintance. I suppose the sight 
of his uniform is {feasant hereabout, willing as 
they seem to have been to shake hands with Mon« 
sieur Lafitte. There he is among them on deck * 
but what*s the matter ? — ^he is in the boat again, and 
pulling off as if all the pirates in the Gulf were in 
chase of him. No, no ! he is only getting round 
to her other side — ^what can that be for ?" 
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At HhiB moment the men on board the other ship 
i^ere seen to lower a boat and put off towards the 
man-of-ws^, so that the curiosity of the lookers-on 
was likely soon to be satisfied. But we will not 
await their intelligence , we will follow Frederic 
Stanley, and learn his fortunes for oiurselves. 

The observers from the bdg had not been wrong 
in saying that he was greeted as an acquaintance 
on board the vessel he went to examine, for more 
than one lady and gentleman there had met 
him frequently in New^Orleans, amd, recognising 
them, he sprang with new animation up the ship's 
side ; but there a tale was told which sent him, 
as we have seen, even more rapidly back to his 
boat. 

The ship was, as had been supposed, a packet, 
the William and Mary, bound to Baltimore from 
New-Orleans, and canying, besides passengers, a 
large quantity of specie in boxes. Of this 2ie pi- 
rates had probably been informed, for, soon after 
entering the Grulf, she was met and taken posses- 
sion of by one of their brigantines. They had im- 
mediately altered the ship's course towards her 
present anchorage-groimd, and occupied them- 
selves, while approaching it, in getting up the most 
valuable part of the cargo on deck, showing no dis- 
position to molest any one on board who did not 
interfere with their movements. They had cast 
anchor where the ship now lay, this morning, about 
an hour before the Enterprise was visible from her 
deck ; but she was probably sooner seen from the 
topmast, for the passengers had observed some un- 
usual commotion among their unwelcome visiters, 
who, immediately on anchoring, had communicated 
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with the shore, between which and the ship their 
boats had come and gone rapidly, landing the car- 
go. These boats h^ probably escaped observa- 
tion from the Enterprise by keeping the William 
and Mary in a range between them and her, till 
they had reached such a distance as placed them 
under the shadow of the shore, whose low line was 
still veiled by the morning fog. The last boat had 
put off from the ship on one side, almost as Fred- 
eric touched the other. The pirates had seen his 
approach, and fear of pursuit apparently had made 
them commit the only outrage perpetrated on the 
passengers. After the last box had been lowered, 
and all but three of the men had taken their places 
in the boat, these three, approaching rapidly to the 
shrinking females, had snatched two of their 
number, and, crying "Hostages — hostages!" had 
borne them, spite of their struggles or the resist- 
ance of their unarmed friends, over the ship's side 
into their boat. These ladies were Miss De Vil- 
lars, a lovely girl fron* New-Orleans, and BUa 
Manvers. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

" 'Tis much he dare*, 
And to tliat danmtless temper of his mind 
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his ralonr 
To act in safety." 

Macbetl. 

It may be stipposed that the account received 
by Frederic Stanley of these events was far more 
rapid and less connected than that which we have 
given. 

He probably knew not, when he left the ship, 
her name, or destination, or cargo ^ but he knew 
that pirates had been on board — that one of their 
boats had just left — and that in that boat was Ella 
Manvers. It was enough. Even his untutored 
boatmen saw, by the flashing eye, the dilated nos- 
tril, the compressed lip, and Imitted brow, as he 
flung himself again into the boat, that something 
had occurred greatly to discompose their leader. 
A few rapid words told them all which it was ne- 
cessary tiiey should know — that pirates had been 
m board— that they had carried off women — that 
»hey did not probably outnumber themselves — ^were, 
like them, in an open boat, and might be reached 
before they could land. The promises of reward 
made by the excited Frederic to them, if success- 
ful, were scarcely necessary to nerve every arm 
and fire every heart to do and dare its utmost. 

They shot, like an arrow, around the ship, and 
there before them was the pirates' boat, and, con- 
spicuous in her stem, the two female forms, placed 
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there^ doubtless, to prevent any attempt to fire on 
them, should they be pursued. They were already 
full half way to the shore, but they were evidently 
deeply laden, and, as their cargo was too valuable 
to be willingly relinquished, Frederic hoped yet to 
overtake them. His boat was larger and better 
manned, as well as he could judge at that distance. 
Could he once get alongside of them, all he wished 
might be accomplished. 

The oars bent to the vigorous strokes of his 
men — the boat flew like a sea-gull over the waves 
— yet still he cried, " On ! on ! the largest reward 
for him who pulls the best oar." 

As he nearetd the other boat, he tried to attain a 
position which would enable his crew, when within 
pistol-shot, to use their firearms without danger to 
those they were striving to rescue ; but this design 
was seen, and skilfully bafiled by him who guided 
the pirate barit. But the chase could not last long. 
Frederic's lighter and better-manned boat was 
nearing the other every moment, and he exclaim- 
ed, exultingly, "We shall have them — we shall 
have them." 

An old boatswain, who had probably been less 
excited than the young men around him, said, cau- 
tiously, " They be leading us very close in shore, 
Mr. Stanley ; and don't you think it sort o' strange, 
sir, that they ha'n't fired on us ?" 

" No, no ; they are afraid of being heard by the 
brig, and drawing other eyes upon them.. We 
shall have them — now we shall have them." 

It <iid, indeed, seem so, for they had reached a 
broad line of marsh, which, extending a mile or 
more along the shore, appeared to present, during 
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Its whole course, an insi^perable barrier to landing, 
and Frederic's boat was so near tbat he could dis- 
tuguish the graceful form and bowed head of Ella 
Manvers — could see the dark faces and energetic 
movements of the pirate crew. A moment more, 
and, with a skilful movement of the helm, he was 
by their side. His hand was extended to grasp 
their boat, when suddenly it wheeled away from 
him, and darted through an evening in the marsh, 
imperceptible till you reached it. ** Back ! back !" 
shouted Frederic to his men, for his boat had over- 
shot it. 

Two back strokes of their oars, and they too 
were in the deep, but narrow passage. The pirate 
boat was already out of sight ; but there was a jut- 
ting point of land thickly wooded, around which 
the creek they were pursuing swept boldly up. 
At one glance, Frederic's quick eye took in these 
features of the scene ; the next moment — ^it seem- 
ed but a moment — ^his boat dashed around the 
point, and her keel touched the sandy beach, on 
which already stood the pirate crew and their fair 
hostages, while in a cove on their right, whose 
deep basin had been probably at least enlarged by 
the hand of man, lay a brigantine, with its cannon 
pointing towards their heads. A grin of exultation 
sat on the features of those whom he had been 
chasing, while dismay was viinble in the faces of 
his own men. 

But Frederic Stanley was now to feel and to 
evince the advantages of that self-discipline to 
which he had subjected himself. No fear either 
for others or himself disimed his perceptions, re- 
tarded his decisions, or flung even a passing 
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shadow on his face. Calni, self-possessed, he 
rose in his boat, and sprang lightly to the land. 
While surprise at this movement still held those 
near him in check, Frederic glanced around, and 
selecting one who seemed the leader, advanced 
towards him, saying, '* I wish to see Monsieur La« 
fitte. I come from Capt. L., of the United States 
brig Enterprise." 

He had already accomplished much fw himself; 
he was an envoy, not a prisoner. The man he had 
addressed looked towards the brigantine before he 
replied, but then it was with some show of respect, 
though in sullen tones, that he said, '* I will lead 
you to Captain Lafitte, sir." 

Frederic looked back at Ella and her companion 
with an encouraging expression. Ella had evi- 
dently recognised his voice, and even through her 
veil he could see the bright eye and the smiling 
lip, which told that hope — ^almost confidence of 
safety, had entered her heart; but, except the 
tightened clasp of her hands and a single quick 
step towards him, there was nothing to show to a 
spectator that she had heard or seen aught to move 
her. That step had been seen, and a man stretched 
out his arm to seize her. Shrinking from his 
touch, Ella drew herself back and stood still, as 
if determined not again to risk such profanation. 

Not so was it wi& Miss De Yillars. Too much 
stupified by terror to notice what was passing, it 
was not till Frederic turned his face towards her 
that she had been conscious of his presence < 
Then, darting forward, before she could be arrest- 
ed, she had wound her arms around his, crying, 
" Ob, Mr. Stanley ! save us ! — save us !" 
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She was roughly seized, while Frederic vainly 
andeavoured to soothe her with assurances of 
safety and speedy deliverance. 

Her cries brought another actor on the scene- 
one who had witnessed the events we have de- 
scribed from the cabin of the brigantine, and who 
had probably intended to receive Frederic Stanley 
there ; but who, having perceived that he wore the 
American uniform, and desiring, therefore, to make 
a favourable impression on him, judged it wise to 
interfere between the struggling and shrieking girl 
and his rough and unscrupulous follower. We 
need scarcely add that the new-comer was the 
famous Lafitte, who long held undisputed sover- 
eignty over the Island of Barrataria, on which 
these occurrences took place. 

Rumour, with her hundred tongues, has doi;ibtless 
greatly magnified the difficulty and the daring of 
Lafitte's achievements. The conception of his 
plan indicated boldness, recklessness of spirit ; its 
execution was comparatively easy. The Gulf of 
Mexico, the highway for all vessels trading to the 
rich islands which it imbosoms, was at that time 
destitute of any effective marine for the protection 
of commerce, England being too much occupied 
in maintaining her ocean sovereignty nearer home 
to be very attentive to it here, and our own naval 
power being yet in its infancy. It scarcely need- 
ed a practical acquaintance with the smuggler's 
trade to enable Lafitte to perceive the adaptation 
to its purposes, g( shores, in which numerous 
creeks and small bays would give shelter and 
concealment to small vessels, while they were 
unapproachable to those of a larger class. When 
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he joined bolder robbery to smugglings he could 
start out from these lurking-places, like a spider 
from its web, on the ^unarmed trader, rifle her 
stores, and be again safe in his covert ere the 
report of the robbery had reached the ear of th& 
authority which, unable to protect, aimed only to 
punish. The lawless and ungovemed state of 
society in the Spanish West Indies, and in that 
part of the United States of which he was a 
neighbour, enabled him easily to dispose of his 
ill-gotten stores. He was probably not blood- 
thirsty by nature, and as murder was not a profit- 
able business, he had no temptation to pursue a 
course which would have excited against him the 
determined vengeance of the wEole civilized world. 
It was in the hands of his more brutal or more 
cowardly successors that his trade became a 
bloody butchery, from which humanity starts back 
appalled. Such, according to the best authenti- 
cated accounts, was Lafitte ; and thus the chivalric 
Charles De Moor of the sea sinks into a smuggler 
and pirate, who, preferring gold to blood, would not 
kill diose who submitted quietly to being robbed. 
His lavish expenditure on his pleasures or his 
capQces of the wealth which he had snatched 
from the honest, pains-taking trader, or from his 
helpless widow and feeble orphan, gained him the 
often misused epithet of generous, and his fine pei« 
booslI aj^arance in no small degree increased the 
illusion in his favour with those who were brought 
into actual contact with him. 

" Let the lady alone, Pedro," cried a voice from 
the brigaatine, whose deep, stem tones caused all 
to itert who heaj^d it, some with surprise alone 
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some, perchance, with fear. Of these last was 
not Frederic Stanley. He looked in the direction 
whence it cam^, and saw on the deck of the ves- 
sel a man of tall and well-proportioned figure, and 
erect and haughty carriage, the fine features of 
whose face were stamped with an expression of 
intelligence and spirit, while his dark complexion 
seemed rather th^ efiect of exposure to sun and sea 
than the original colouring of nature. 

Frederic felt at once that he was in the presence 
of the wild chieftain of whom he had heard such 
incredible tales ; and when, the next moment, this 
man, springing from the deck with a lightness 
which would have seemed scarcely possible for 
one of his size, alighted within a few feet of him, 
he advanced towards him without the slightest hes- 
itation, and, taking off his hat, said, *' Captain La- 
fitte, I presume ?" 

With a gentlemanly courtesy and ease which 
would have suited a very different station from that 
he at present occupied, Lafitte received and return- 
ed the greeting, adding, " An officer in the United 
States service, I perceive by your uniform, sir." 

" You are right, sir. Mr. Stanley, of the Uni- 
ted States brig Enterprise, now lying off this 
shore." 

" I am aware of that fact, Mr. Stanley." As 
I^fitte spoke, a slight smile was perceptible upon 
his lip, succeeded instantly by a sterner expression 
of the brow as he added, " I am acquainted with 
the cruise just made by the Enterprise, and its ob- 
jects." 

" Its object. Captain Lafitte, was the protection 
of American property, which has of late frnffete^ 
13 
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much in this sea, and the punishment of those who 
do not regard it with the respect which we ha^e 
understood, sir, you demand for it from your cruis 
ers." 

Frederic Stanley's concluding words dissipated 
the cloud which the early part of this address had 
called up on Lafitte's face. He replied to it only 
by a bow, and then said, " Permit me, Mr. Stan- 
ley, before I inquire to what cause I am indebted 
for the honour of your visit, to say a few words to 
these ladies, who have been already too long neg- 
lected." Stepping towards the ladies, he added, 
with a graceM bow, " I trust you will pardon, la^ 
dies, the discourtesy which brought you here un- 
willing visiters. It was a measure not dictated by 
myself, yet I doubt not it was necessary, being, as 
I have understood, a precaution suggested by some 
doubt of the peaceable intentions of your friend 
here,'* glancing with a smile towards Stanley. 
" You have not, I hope, been treated with any in- 
dignity ; if you have," here his voice lost all its 
softness, " point out the offender, and you shall wit- 
ness his punishment." He paused, looking stern- 
ly around on his followers. 

Ella Manvers saw that he awaited an answer, 
and in low, but firm tones, she replied, " No indig- 
nity, but that of being forced from our friends." 

" That, I have already said, was necessary," La- 
fitte quickly responded ; " but you are, I assure you, 
in no danger, and will be at liberty to return with 
Mr. Stanley, if his boat will accommodate you." 

" Perfectly well, perfectly well," said Frederic ; 
•* but before we go, Captain Lafitte — " 

'^ Before you go, sir," interrupted Lafitte* *^ I 
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hope that the ladies and yourself wiU hononr my 
poor dwelling with your presence, and partake of 
some refreshments. " 

The sudden retreat of both ladies marked their 
reluctance, and Frederic began to decline the in- 
vitation, but, again interrupting him, Lafitte said, 
^^ With you, sir, I must luive some more private 
conference before we part. The ladies, I presume, 
would prefer accompanying us a short distance to 
remaining here with their present companions." 

Ella Manvers looked in the ruffianly faces 
around her, and felt that she should indeed be loth 
to remain with them without the protection of Fred- 
eric's presence, or the control of their more civil- 
ized, if not less dangerous commander. Miss De 
Villars would probably still have feared to advance, 
but Ella, drawing her arm through her own, step- 
ped forward, thus manifesting Uieir intention to 
proceed. Lafitte immediately spoke to one of his 
followers, who set off briskly through the wood on 
their left, and then, turning to the ladies, said, 
" Now, ladies, if you will pardon me for preceding 
you in a path which will admit but one at a time, 
I will show the way to you and Mr. Stanley." 

A narrow footpaUi through the luxuriant woods 
which clothed the fertile soil of this island termi- 
nated, at about two hundred yards from the spot 
where this interview had occurred, in an opening 
sufficiently extensive to give space for a moderate- 
ly large country-house, with a yard containing the 
usual outbuildings, while stretching on one side 
towards the wood lay a garden ; on the other an 
orchard, Med, apparently, with young fruit-trees. 
The house was two stories in height, but roughly 
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constrncted and impainted. As they approached 
It, Lafitte drew back, and ushered hra guests 
through a piazza and a hall, which extended from 
the front to the rear of the building, into a parlour. 
Nowhere was there visible any of that barbaric 
magnificence wldch the dwellings of pirates have 
been supposed to exhibit. The floors were uncar- 
peted, and the furniture simple and rude in its con** 
Btruction. 

As soon as the ladies were seated, Lafitte drew 
a whistle from his vest and sounded it. In a few 
minutes a servant entered bearing refreshments, 
among which was quite an array of vrinie and li- 
queurs. These were, of course, declined ; but El- 
la, willing to show her acceptance of the courtesy 
with which their strange host seemed disposed to 
treat them, took an orange, and persuaded her 
friend to share it with her. Frederic waited a few 
minutes for Lafitte to commence the conference to 
which he had alluded, but, as he did not, he at 
length said, " It is getting late^ Captain Lafitte, and 
I must, with your permission, return to the brig as 
soon as possible ; but, before we part, I am com: 
pelled, sir, to tell you, that the vessel from which 
these ladies were taken is an American packet, 
sailing from one port in the United States to an- 
other, and, consequently, that your followers, in 
molesting her, have violated the sanctity of Amer- 
ican rights and property." 

A dubious smile passed over Lafitte's face as he 
replied, " On this sultyect, Mr. Stanley, I ata better 
informed than you are. The ship is American, 
and therefore she has neither been injured, nor was 
it intended to detain her longer than was necessary 



d by Google 



WHICH MAKES THB HSRO? 165 

to land that portion of her cargo which was Span- 
islx — ^wholly Spanish, sir, and owned by Spaniards." 

" But, by the laws of nations, being in an Amer- 
ican vessel, Captain Lafitte, it should have been 
respected as American property." 

^ I know little, and care, perhaps, less, Mr. Stan- 
ley, about the laws of nations. My own law is to 
take possession of Spanish property wherever I 
hear of it and can get at it. But I will write to 
Captain L. himself on this subject. You will take 
my letter, if I convince you it contains nothing 
contraband V* said Lafitte, with a smile. 

" Certainly," was Frederic's reply. 

Lafitte instantly seated himself at a table, and, 
unlocking a small portable desk, occupied himself 
for some minutes in writing. He soon handed his 
letter to Frederic, bidding him read it. As Fred- 
eric read, the colour deepened on his cheek, and, 
before he returned the letter, his eyes turned anx- 
iously on Ella. Should he, by opposition, arouse 
the sleeping tiger in this man, what might be the 
consequences to her ? Another glance at the let- 
ter decided him. Returning it, he said, firmly, 
'< Captain Lafitte, I cannot take that letter to Cap- 
tarn L." 

5« And why not, sir ?" The red flush had risen 
to the pirate's brow — ^the sparkle of passion was in 
his eye. 

Frederic fixed his gaze full upon him as he re- 
plied, " Because, in doing so, I should lose both 
your respect and my own. You would feel, Cap- 
tain Lafitte, that nothing but cowardice could in- 
duce me to do it, and you are too brave yourself 
not to despise a coward." 
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'* But to what do yov object ?" asked Lafitte, in 
a less excited tone ; for he was impressed by the 
coohiess of his guest, and pleased with the compli- 
ment to his bravery. 

"To that sentence, sir," said Frederic, laying 
his finger on the letter. " And I object to it be- 
cause it conveys the impression that I have ac- 
quainted myself with the character of this cargo, 
and approved your co^urse in relation to it. This 
impression may not be intended — ^ 

" Oh no 1 I see it now ! I will change it," inter- 
rupted Lafitte ; then added, " Your English lan- 
guage is so ambiguous." 

This expression was the only thing that would 
have led any who heard him to suj^se that the 
English was not his language, for he spoke it per- 
fecdy well. 

The objectionable passage being changed in the 
second copy of the letter^ Frederic took it, and prom- 
ised to deliver it as soon as he reached the ship, 
to which, he added, he would now, with Captain 
Lafitte's permission, return. His companions in- 
stantly Tose, and their host again marshalling the 
way, they were soon at the little cove, where theii 
boat awaited them. 

As they came in sight of it Lafitte said, " You 
may think, Mr. Stanley, that you have obtained an 
important secret in learning one approach to this 
island ; but, besides that the brigantine's guns com- 
mand it, as you see, and that it is so narrow as to 
admit but one boat at a time, I doubt whether you 
could find it again without a knowledge of certain 
marks which you are not likely to have observed, 
or without having, as' at present, one of my own 
boats for a guide." 
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When the ladies had taken their places in the 
boat, Frederic made his adieu^ thankmg Lafitte for 
lus courtesies. 

" I only wish," said Lafitte in reply, " that you 
could have stayed longer, Mr. Stanley, and allow- 
ed me to show you what fine sport we have on this 
island. You would have enjoyed it, I am sure, and 
your society would have given me pleasure. I like 
a frank, bold spirit wherever I find it, and I saw 
that yours was such in the first movement you 
made after I looked upon you. Had it been other- 
wise, I might have acted dififerently. Farewell, 
sir." 

They shook hands cordially, and Frederic en- 
tered the boat. 

" May I not hope for one kind word at parting 
from you, fair ladies ?" asked Lafitte, with a smile. 

" Good-morning, sir," faltered Miss De Villars. 

** Farewell, sir," said the sweet, low voice of 
Ella Manvers ; " many thanks for your fair treat- 
ment." 

" Shove off," said Frederic to his men, and in a 
brief minute the point was rounded, and the island 
and its inhabitants concealed from him and his 
ccHupanions. A few more strokes, and they were 
through the narrow opening in the marsh. Before 
them was the glassy sea, the friendly vessels, and 
more than one boat returning from different direc- 
tions to the man-of-war, from which Frederic in- 
stantly conjectured they had been sent in search 
of him. The full sense of safety awakened by this 
scene was manifested very differently by his two 
companions. 

^ Thank Heaven !" exclaimed Miss De Villara, 
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lighdy and joyously, as she threw up hOT veil, 
"we are out of the lion's den." 

Ella Manvers had thrown up her veil too, fox 
she was faint, and needed air, but. she said not a 
word ; and as Frederic looked at her, he saw her 
face pale with intense emotion, and heir serene 
eyes and clasped hands elevated to the Heaven be- 
fore which her heart was doubtless prostrated. 
Suddenly she turned her head — ^their eyes met, 
and catching his hand before he could prevent her, 
she touched it with her lips, exclaiming, " God 
bless you! God bless you, Mr.^tanley!" and 
burst into tears. 

" Ella, dear Ella," said Frederic, unconsciously, 
in his agitation, using that familiar epithet, which 
had never before escaped his lips — ^!^ Ella, dear 
Ella, how I hate suffered for you; but you are 
safe now." 

He might have said more-r-more than he could 
afterward have excused himself for, with his en- 
gagement to Mr. Manvers and his knowledge of 
that gentleman's present impressions ; but, though 
the presence of the boatmen would have opposed 
no barrier to their murmured tones. Miss De Yil- 
lars did not suffer them long to forget that they had 
an attentive observer at their side. 

" Why, Ella," she exclaimed, " what is the mat- 
ter now 1 While we were on th^ detestable island, 
and I was ready to cry my eyes out, you were 
looking as composed and moving ^ quietly as if 
you were in your own parlour bX hoj^ ; and now 
that I am wild with delight, you are in tears; 1 
do not understand you at all, Ella." 

" I do not undemtand myself, Louisa," said tSUksL, 
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smiling through her tears, " except that the tears 
which I would not suffer to come then wiU not be 
restrained now.** 

Little more was said before they reached the 
packet. Frederic ascended her deck with the la- 
dies, and, amid the tumult' of congratulations and 
thanks, drew the captain aside, and, ascertaining 
that he had accommodations for his friend and him- 
self, secured his promise to wait where he then 
was till Arthur and h^ should come on board. 
From Mr. De Villars he learned that Mrs. Dela- 
neux's illness had proved fatal, and that Ella Man- 
vers was going from her now lonely and desolate 
home to join her father in Washington. 

The report conveyed by the boat from the Wil- 
liam and Mary had caused Frederic Stanley?s move 
ments to be observed from the Enterprise with the 
most intense interest. Doubtless Captain L. wish- 
ed then that he had placed a more experienced 
hand at the helm ; but that was no time to rectify 
mistakes or make changes. A boat sent then from 
the man-of-war could have no hope of nearing the 
pirates before they reached the shore, and, once on 
land, they were safe and the ladies at their mercy. 
Though sometimes screened from their view by 
die William and Mary, Frederic was often enough 
visible to permit those whose eyes never wandered 
from his course to trace his progress ; and, like 
him, they were exulting in the certainty of his suc- 
cess, when his boat and that he chased vanished 
as suddenly as if the sea, over which they had just 
been riding so buoyantly, had ingulfed them. Af- 
ter a half hour's rain watching for his reappear- 
ance, Captain L. sent out two boats, with directions 
14 
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to proceed, as nearly as possible, to the point at 
wluch he had last been seen, and ascertain wheth- 
er there was any inlet thaf he might have entered 
It will not seem surprising, that none in these boats 
should have perceived the narrow opening in the 
marsh through which Frederic had followed the 
pirates, and that they were returning, bewildered, 
from a bootless search, when he again emerged 
into the open sea. 

Captain L. received Frederic's report in private, 
and, notwithstanding the conciliatory and respect- 
ful tone of Lafitte's communication to himself, he 
seemed greatly disposed to avail himself of Fred- 
eric's accidental discovery for making an effort, 
with all his boats well manned and armed, to de- 
stroy the tiger in his lair. He was soon convinced, 
however, of the impracticability of such an attempt, 
as his boats must approach singly, and land under 
the guns of the brigantine. 

" But if the creek is so narrow, how did they 
get the brigantine in ?" asked Captain L. 

" Doubtless by some other passage, sir, which 
they were too much on their guard to betray to 
me." 

At the conclusion of their conference Captain 
L. said, " It gives me pleasure, Mr. Stanley, to ex- 
press my high approbation of your conduct this 
morning. Many men — ^most men — ^would, under 
the like circumstances, have been led into the same 
peril, but few — very few of any age or experience 
would have extricated themselves with such min- 
gled prudence and spirit. It shall not be forgot^ 
ten, sir." 
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How Frederic's cheek flushed and his eye kia« 
ffled at such praise ! 

In less than an hour the friends were on board 
the William and Mary. Captain L. handed to each 
of them, at parting, an open letter for the Secretary 
of the Navy. Arthur found, on perusing his, that 
he was presented to that functionary by his com- 
mander handsomely and kindly, and, though the 
state of his health was mentioned as the cause of 
his return, nothing was said of the duel, which, 
probably. Captain L. did not regard as at all repre- 
hensible. But yet higher was Frederic's gratifica- 
tioii when he read, in addition to the general terms 
of approl)ation and interest coupled with his name, 
Captain L.'s eulogium on the qualities he had dis- 
played in the adventures of the morning, which, as 
they comprised the only uncompelled visit that had 
probably then been made to the pirates of Bar- 
rataria, he had judged worthy of a very full nar-* 
ration. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

Shakspbabs. 

The ardYsl of Fxedeno Stanley and Arthur Map 
con on board the William and Mary was the sig^ 
nal for her denpture. The "*Yo, heave oh" of 
her seamen was soon heard on board the brig, 
as they raised the anchor and unified her sails to 
die lighl but favouiiDg Inreeze. The Ent^riset 
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too, proceeded on her course, which, without de- 
parting from her original intentions, enabled her to 
convoy the packet beyond the limits within which 
her late visiters had hitherto confined their depre- 
dations. 

The passage of the Gulf was tedious, but, after 
leaving thif^air breezes wajOted the packet quickly 
on towards her destined port. Arthur Macon's 
pallid face and languid movements excited much 
interest in his fellow-passengers, and all were de- 
sirous to add to his comfort or to beguile his wea- 
riness. Supported by Frederic, he left his uncom* 
fortable berth each morning for the deck, where he 
lay all day upon a settee, with some friend ever 
near him, ready to talk for his amusement, or to 
be silent for his repose. Yet Arthur was sad. 
He felt himself so feeble, so dependant, that he 
became nervously fearful lest his state should con- 
tinue, so as to forbid his being in service soon 
again ; and to retire now — ^now, when all seem- 
ed to render a war inevitable with the greatest 
naval power on earth, would be destruction in- 
deed to Arthur's aspiring hopes. Depressed by 
such thoughts as these, he would look at Frederic, 
at his vigorous frame and buoyant movements, till 
sometimes compelled to close his eyes quickly, 
that he might hide from others the springing tears 
he was too weak wholly to suppress, or some- 
times, in a less gentle mood, would burst forth into 
execration of his unfortunate destiny. Destiny ! — 
when the web of our fortunes is d^k and gloomy, 
how few are willing to admit that mey have woven 
it themselves. 

Frederic saw with the deepest pity this' dejec 
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Hon, and used' every effort to rouse him from it^ 
He spoke to Ella Manvers of his evident mental 
sufferings, till her gentle spirit longed to soothe 
and win him back to cheerfulness. Daily, as she 
walked the deck, she would pause beside his 
couch to inquire of his health, and when the 
presence of Mrs. De Yillars gave her courage, 
she would sit near him and converse. 

One evening — a still, beautiful evening — when 
the sun had set in a cloudless sky, and the new 
moon and a few bright stars were shedding a 
mild, chastened light upon the waters, Mrs. and 
Miss De Yillars, Ella, and Frederic were seated 
on the deck, near Arthur's couch. It was an hour 
and a scene more favourable to thought than to 
conversation, and, except by an occasional remark 
from Mrs. or Miss De ViUars, silence had been 
long uninterrupted, when Arthur said, " Miss Man- 
vers, I have been haunted to-day by the half- 
remembered words and tones of a song I once 
heard from you, of which the concluding line of 
each verse is, * The man is coming home.' " 

" You mean the Wanderer's Return ?" said Ella. 

" Yes ; will you not sing it for me ?" 

Had Arthur been well Ella would have declined, 
not from bashfulness, or prudery, or coquetry, for 
Ella wias quite free from all these, but from a nat- 
ural and pure emotion. Her grandmother had 
loved to hear her sing, and even in her last ill- 
ness the restlessness of fever had been sometimes 
soothed by Ella's chanting, in low under tones, 
some simple melody. Since her death Ella had 
never sang, and it will be easily believed that 
she could not do so for the first time without. a 
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rash oi tender tbouglits and feelings wellnigh 
overpowering. Still she subdued them. Ella'a 
voice was at all times more remarkable for its 
sweetness and flexibility than f(»* its compass, 
its tones were now unusually soft and touching, 
as she sang to a plaintive melody the following 
stanzas. 

THE WANDERER'S RETURN. 

I. 
The boT irent fort)i with hope, whoee glow 

Wm like the noon of daj, 
And heart as white as wintei's mow 

Ere touched by morning's n^. 
With hoqoe, whoee glow had faded all 

To tMrUight's dusky gloom, 
And heart too daridy shaded all, 

The man is coming home. 

II. 

Dnoyant and f^h, and fall of life, 
Tne boy went forth to room : 

Weary and worn with toQ and strife, 
The man is coming home. 

*♦ Mother, £ueweH ! W sea— br shore- 
Free as the wind 111 room.'' 

** Mother, I come — oh ! take mice more 
Thy weary wanderer home." 

When Ella paused no voice thanked her, no woid 
was spoken tUl she rose to leave the deck, when 
Arthur, withdrawing his hands from his face, over 
which they had been clasped while she sang, said, 
"Thank you, thank you, Miss Manvers. Your 
song expressed my feelings so perfectly, that my 
spirit seemed breathing itself out through your 
sweet tones." 

More than once afterward Arthur asked the 
same indulgence, and was never refused. Yet, 
with all Ella's kindness to Arthur Macon, there 
was in her manner a certain indescribable some- 
thing which guarded him from any misapprehen- 
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sion of her feelings. He could not hope that her 
interest in him had in it one spark of that feeling 
he had once sought to awaken. Her tones — ^her 
looks — ^her actions were gentle, and soothing, and 
compassionate ; ]3ut Arthur felt that her compas- 
sion was not "akin to love," and he sometimes 
wonderingly asked himself, where did one so un- 
sophisticated, so untutored in the world's ways, 
learn thus to evince the most earnest kindness, 
yet check the slightest presumption ? It was an 
instinct — the gift of Nature to a delicate woman. 
The world cannot teach it. 

We have said that Ella's manner forbade Arthur 
JO hope ; we will not as confidently aver that it gave 
Frederic no fear ; for he was under the influence 
of a sentiment not always reasonable in its require- 
ments. Indeed, we must acknowledge that more 
than once, when he heard Ella's softened tones as 
she addressed his Mend, or marked her counte- 
nance, pensive as it was from her own late be- 
reavement, become yet more deeply shaded while 
she listened to his sad retrospections or sadder 
forebodings, Frederic turned away with a pang at 
his heart. His susceptibility was probably in- 
creased by his own painful position. 

His intercourse with Ella, after their first exci- 
ting interview, had been constrained — painfully 
constrained— on his part, and certainly wanting, 
on hers, in that frank simplicity which had, till 
then, characterized her manners to him, and which 
would, doubtless, have quickly restored him to his 
former ease. Frederic was cons.trained, because 
there was much in his heart which, in the present 
Btate of Mr Manvers's feelings towards himselfi he 
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did not thipk it proper to express to Ella, and wbicb 
yet struggled wildly for expression. He nevei 
was alone with Ella, that he did not determine to 
ascertain whether she was acquainted with her fa- 
ther's evident change of feelings towards him, and 
its cause ; and should that cause be, as Jie sup- 
posed, misapprehension of his conduct in his in- 
terview with Captain Granby — we continue, for 
our own convenience, to call this adventurer by 
his self-assumed name and title — ^to make her ac- 
quainted with the real circumstances of that inter- 
view. Yet this determination was never executed. 
The words of question or of explanation just hov- 
ering on his lips were ever driven back by a coun- 
tenance and manner in Ella so composed, or, as 
Frederic felt, so cold, that he found it impossible 
to speak to her of himself " I will not trouble her 
with anything so uninteresting," he would say bit- 
terly to himself at such times, yet in less than an 
hour would blame his folly for letting the opportu- 
nity he had desired pass unimproved, and resolve 
to be more firm the next time. 

And why was Ella changed to Frederic Stan- 
ley? Had she discovered his feelings, and did 
she desire here, too, to silence what she could not 
return ? or was she less frank, less natural, because 
she was for the first time conscious of something 
in her own heart that she desired to conceal? 
Time will reveal. Whatever was the cause, it 
may be supposed that, while their intercourse con- 
tinued such as we have described, it could give 
little pleasure to Frederic Stanley. Indeed, more 
than once, after some vain effort to overleap the 
barrier which forbade his approach to the frank 
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friendliness of their past acquaintance — a barrier, 
probably, imperceptible to others, though too plain 
to him — he turned away, saying, in lus heart, " I 
am thankful that this cannot last long ; for better 
not meet at all than meet thus." Yet, when he 
found himself within a day's easy sail of Baltimore, 
with strange inconsistency he shrank from the ap- 
proaching separation, feeling that, with her indif- 
ference and her father's present coldness towards 
him, there could be little hope of their reunion. 

The evening before their arriyal, Ella Manvers 
had withdrawn from her friends, and stood long at 
the ship's side, looking forth upon the moonlit wa- 
ters of the Bay of Chesapeake and the dim outline 
of its distant shore. She was happy, f(»r she 
thought of her father, and the rapidly-approaching 
moment when she should again be folded to hid 
heart ; yet she was sad, for she thought, too, of 
those whom life could never give back to her em- 
brace. 

Frederic passed and repassed her many times 
in his deck promenade, wishing to speak to her, 
yet fearing to annoy her by breaking in upon the 
loneliness she had evidently sought. At length he 
ventured to pause by her side, with some observa- 
tion on the beauty of the evening. 

" Beautiful indeed !" 

This slight reply did not seem to encourage 
farther attempt at conversation, and Frederic was 
about to pass on ; but, remembering how soon they 
would part, he checked his steps and made another 
eflfort. 

" With this breeze we ahall be in Baltimore in 
a few hours.'' 
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" And to-morrow, Mr. De Villars says, we shaS 
be in Washington with my father." 

«* Ah," thought Frederic, " no sorrow at parting 
here !" 

Again he was turning away, when Ella, in a low 
and timid voice, said, " Mr. Stanley, I received the 
card which you left on your last visit to Laure) 
Grove. I delivered your message to my deai 
grandmother, and — and — " 

Ella had spoken, from the first, with hesitation ; 
her voice was now broken by a sob, and as Fred- 
eric looked at her, he saw that tears were stream- 
ing down her cheeks. Deeply affected, he said, 
" Do not distress yom^elf thus. Miss Manvers. I 
know how greatly any reference to that period 
must afflict you ; and, believe me, I valued her you 
mourn too highly not to sympathize truly with your 
affliction ; but let us now turn to happier thoughts 
— ^the meeting of to-morrow — " 

Ella had by this time acquired the control of her 
emotion, and though her tears continued to flow 
and her voice to falter, she interrtpted him, saying, 
" Nay, Mr. Stanley, there aremo thoughts happier 
than those of my dear grandmother, though they 
cause my tears ; besides, I have a message to you, 
which I must deliver. I read your note to her, 
sir, and she bade me, should I ever meet you, to 
say that she left you her blessing." 

"This is, indeed, a precious message," said 
Frederic, after a moment's pause. "It is very 
pleasant to know that I was regarded by one so 
excellent — one in whose counsel I placed such 
confidence, that, on the very afternoon to which 
you allude, I was about to ask it on a subject in 
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which both my peace and my reputation were in- 
volved." 

He patised, and Ella looked at him for a mo- 
ment inquiringly ; but, ere he could proceed, she 
lowered her eyes, saying, ** She felt a true regard 
for you, sir ;" then, with a formal " good-night," 
moved towards the cabin. 

Thus baffled again, and conscious that it was 
the last opportunity he could have for explanation, 
Frederic turned disappointed away, and, ere the 
next moming^s sun arose, the William and Mary 
was lying at the dock in Baltimore. 

It was now May, 1812, and the declaration of 
war with England, made in little more than a month 
afterward, was confidently anticipated. Asser- 
tions of its certainty met itie eye m every public 
journal — ^the ear from almost every group of men 
In view of such an event, Frederic was doubly 
anxious to present himself to the Secretary of the 
Navy, and secure an early return to active service. 
Our marine was too small to give employment to 
all our officers, and as all were eager to be em- 
ployed, the slightest delay in his application might 
be fatal to his hopes. Arthur was no less interest- 
ed in this than himself, and he vehemently urged 
his friend to go at once to Washington, and to in- 
clude his name in the application for orders. It 
was therefore decided that Mrs. and Miss De 
Villars, and Mr. Macon, having been established 
in a hotel in Baltimore, Miss Manvers, under the 
protection of Mr. De Villars, and accompanied by 
Frederic, should proceed to Washington in an 
extra, as a coach appropriated to one party was 
called. 
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That this arrangement was agreeable to Fred- 
eric Stanley will not be doubted. His pleasure in 
it was not limited to another day's companionship 
with £lla Manvers. In Mr. De Yillars ha had a 
witness of his interview with Captain Granby, 
whose testimony Mr. Manvers could not hesitate 
to accept, l^uld he ascertain, therefore, before 
Mr. De Villais had left Washington, that misap- 
prehension on this subject was the cause of the 
evident change towards him in the feelings of Mr. 
Manvers, all might yet be well. How often, du- 
ring that day's drive, did these thoughts rush through 
his mind, causing his heart to beat high and quick- 
ly, while the unconscious Ella wondered what 
could make Mr. Stanley, who formerly seemed to 
take such pleasure in conversing with her, so si- 
lent and abstracted. 



CHAPTER XX. 

** April mcmmg clouds, that pass, 
With varying shadow, o*er the grass, 
But imitate, on field and furrow. 
Life's checkered scenes of jojr and sorrow.'* 

Scott* 

If great interest was evinced even in the remote 
extremities of our country on the subject of a war 
with England, it could not fail to manifest itself 
yet more powerfully in its heart — ^in Washington-*- 
where each hour gave new food for excitement in 
some agitating Congressional debate, or yet more 
agitating report of degradation and wrong from our 
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powerful and noble ^nemy, whom our patience had 
rendered arrogant. 

The city had an unquiet aspect. .Men's move- 
ments were hurried. A more than usual number 
of strangers daily arrived at the hotels, and were 
seen traversing the streets in the direction of the 
various official bureaus, or lounging around the 
Capitol. Many of these were military men, sum- 
moned there by government, or led by their own 
desire to gain the earliest intelligence, or to evince 
their readiness to be brought into active service. 
Among those whom the last-named object had 
brought to Washington was Colonel Stanley. He 
had inquired for Mr. Manvers on his arrival, and 
found him an inhabitant of the same hotel with 
himself. With these gentlemen, life, though not 
exempt from painful disappointments and chilling 
experiences, had been passed in the performance 
of active duties and the exercise of healthful do- 
mestic affections. In these the heart's youth finds 
its best preservative, and they met, if not with all 
the enthusiasm, with all the sincerity and cordiality 
of their early friendship. There was but one sub- 
ject on which Colonel Stanley felt that there was 
a want of sympathy with him on his friend's part 
— ^his son. 

It was almost six years since Frederic had left 
his home a stripling; it was but a few months 
since Mr. Manvers had seen him a man, and the 
father longed to hear him spoken of. Frederic 
had written of Mr. Manvers's special kindness to 
himself, as well as of his general hospitality, in 
grateful terms, and Colonel Stanley had hoped that 
9ie pleasure of the acquaintance was mutual. It 
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was, ^erefore, with a father's pride, as well as a 
father's affection glowing at his heart and lighting 
his eyes, that he alluded to Frederic, and tlmnked 
Mr. Manvers for the kindness with which he had 
received him. A shade, which perhaps ^e eye 
of affection only could haye perceived, passed over 
the face and chilled the manner of Mr. Manvers 
as he replied, " It surely is not a subject of thanks 
that the son of an old fnend was received with the 
hospitality to which even a stranger would have 
been entitled !" 

** But Frederic considered himself indebted to 
you and your family for personal kindness as well 
as general hospitality." 

" He overrated our services," said Mr. Manvers, 
yet more coldly. 

Painfully perplexed, Colond Stanley was silent 
for a few minutes. His next remark showed that 
his thoughts were yet hovering around Frederic 

" You saw Mr. Macon too V 

" Yes, frequently," said Mr. Manvers. 

<* I feared," said Colonel Stanley, *^ that he was 
too much of a spoiled child to succeed in a pro- 
fession in which it is so necessary to know how to 
obey ; but Frederic says he is much liked. How 
did it seem to you ?" 

" That he is both Hked and esteemed, and de- 
servedly so," said Mr. Manvers, warmly. " I never 
saw a more pleasing young man, or one of whom I 
should more readily predict that he would make a 
distinguished officer." 

Colonel Stanley felt a sincere interest in Arthur, 
and though there was at his heart, perhaps, a little 
jealous feeling for Frederic^ he answered both 
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truly and cordially, *^ I am glad to hear it. His 
character in boyhood wa^ so wildly impulsive, so 
passionate, that I feared for him.'' 

" You need not," said Mr. Manvers. " He may 
commit some youthful indiscretions, may give the 
rein a little too freely to his inclinations, but he is, 
I am convinced, free from any habitual vice, and 
so brave and honourable that he cannot fail to win 
for himself high distinction." 

" He seems, at least, to have a warm Mend in 
you." 

" He deserves to have. The duel, from whose 
effects he is even now suffering, was engaged in, 
if I am rightly informed, from a jealous regard for 
my honour." 

" The duel !" exclaimed Colonel Stanley ; " why, 
has he been engaged in a duel ?" 

" Did you not know it ?" 

" No ; I and my family have been absent from 
home for some weeks, and the latest letter I have 
seen from Frederic was dated very soon afler his 
week's visit to your house. I am truly lorry to 
hear this of Arthur ; but I hope he is not seriously 
wounded ?" 

" Seriously, but not dangerously,. I hope. But 
you should hardly be sorry, I think, to hear that he 
had spirit enough to resent an insult to an absent 
friend." 

'* A spirit at once firm and fearless might pre- 
/ent an insult to a friend being offered in his pres- 
ence, or compel its recantation, without submitting 
to the senseless and unchristian practice of duel- 
ling." 

'* I dp not see how," Mr. Manvers begaa ; but 
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the approach of a mutual acquaintance interrupted 
the conversation, and it was not renewed. 

Mr. Manvers had, in expectation of his daugh- 
ter's arrival, taken a private parlour at the hotel, 
and Colonel Stanley was sitting there with him in 
the afternoon a day or two after the occurrence of 
the conversation we have just given, when the 
door was 'suddenly thrown open by a waiter, and 
Ella Manvers, Mr. De Villars, and Frederic Stan- 
ley entered. It may be supposed that the entrance 
of the last into the parlour of Mr. Manvers was 
quite unintentional. It was, in truth, a mistake of 
the waiter, who, as Mr. De Villars had inquired 
for Mr. Manvers, supposed that the whole party 
were in search of him, and ushered them into his 
apartment, while they believed that he was leading 
them to one of the public reception rooms of the 
hotel. 

With one bound, one joyful cry, Ella Manvers 
lay sobbing on her father's bosom. Her bonnet, 
which the warmth of the weather had caused her 
to untie, fell at her feet, and her sunny ringlets 
streamed over her shoulders. 

" My child ! my precious child !" exclaimed Mr. 
Manvers, as again and again he pressed his lips to 
her forehead, laid his hand, as in blessing, on her 
head, and bade her, for his sake, hush her sobs and 
be comforted. And for his sake she did hush 
them. 

Frederic, though touched to the soul by this 
scene, and still ignorant of Mr. Manvers's claim to 
the room in which it occurred, felt that he was not 
privileged to look on it, and would therefore have 
withdrawn ; but as he turned to do sc hia eyo m^t 
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^at of a gentleman who, from the moment of his 
entrance, had watched his every movement with a 
throbbing heart, and a countenance full of strange 
excitementi half gladness and half doubt. He 
sprang forward with outstretched arms, exclaim- 
ing, " My father !" and for an instant father and 
son were locked in close, but mute embrace. Then 
Colonel Stanley, releasing himself, rested his hands 
on Frederic's shoulders, and, gazing in his flushed 
and smiling face, and on his tall and well-propor- 
tioned form, said, " Sixteen and twenty-two ! how 
unlike !" 

** Did you not know me, father ?" 

" Not certainly till I met your eye. How could 
I," he added, smiling, '^suppose that I saw my 
fair-faced boy, whose pale brown curls were the 
envy of all ike ladies, in a whiskeradoed grena- 
dier, with hair of almost as dark a brown as my 
own." 

Colonel Stanley, perceiving that Ella's sobs had 
ceased, and that Mr. Manvers, though he still kept 
his arm aroimd her, was speaking to Mr. De YU- 
lars, stepped up to them, and extending his hand to 
Ella, said, " Miss Manvers, I will not wait an in- 
troduction to you : I am your father's old friend, 
Colonel Stanley, and feel that I have a sort of 
hereditary claim to your regard." * 

Ella gave him her hand frankly, and looked at 
him with a pleased smile. 

Mr. Manvers had hitherto taken no notice of 
Frederic. He now bowed to him courteously, but 
coldly. Indignation at the injustice of Mr. Man* 
vers — ^sorrow for the loss of his friendship— appre- 
hension of the influence of his coldness upon. El- 
15 
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la's feelings— sent the blood for one instant bLck 
to Frederic's heart with a sickening recoil as he 
met that bow ; the next, it was rushing madly 
through his veins. Whether Ella, who had glanced 
at him as her father pronounced his name, read 
these emotions in his face, or that the formality of 
her father's manner to erne to whom she owed so 
much gave pain to herself, we know not; but 
there was regret as well as surprise in her coun- 
tenance as, turning to Mr. Manvers, she said, '' If 
you value your Ella, father, you must thank Mr 
Stanley for rescuing her from great peril, and re > 
storing her to you." 

" Rescuing you ! — ^from what, Ella ?" asked Mr 
Manvers, quickly, yet with a smiling face. 

** From the pirates of Barrataria," was the reply 
in grave and earnest tones. 

Involuntarily Mr. Manvers drew his child agair 
to his bosom, as if to shield her there from the 
very memory of such danger, while he exclaimed, 
«* Ella, Ella, what mean you ? Can this be so V* 

" I was in their hands," she repeated, shivering 
at the thought even in his arms, " but, thanks te 
Mr. Stanley, I escaped uninjured." 

Mr. De Yillars, to whom Mr. Manvers had 
looked with a bewildered expression as he thus 
questioned his daughter, replied too, " Indeed, Mr. 
Manvers, it can be and is so. Both your daugh- 
ter and mine were taken from our ship by pirates 
and borne to Barrataria, and they were followed 
by Mr. Stanley with only a boat's crew, and by a 
happy and rare union of courage and discretion, 
brought back in safety." 

Mr. Manvers was a strong-hearted man, but he 
was also a warm-heartod man, and this daughter* 
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his only child, now the only object on which his 
affections could pour themselves out, was so gen- 
tle, so blameless, so pure in aspect as in heart, 
that he had ever believed that from her very looks 

" Dark Tica would tmm abashed awaj, 
BUndod like serpent* when they eaie 
Upon the emerald's Tirgin blaze ;'' 

and now he heard that she had been in the hands 
of men whose foul impurities brought the blood 
rushing back to cheeks blanched by sick honoi at 
their murderous cruelties. He was told this, and 
yet he held her safe, unharmed within his arms ! 
Is it wonderful that the pride of manhood gave 
way before the emotion awakened by such facts ? 
Making that acknowledgment of God's providence 
which the most thoughtless do when they have 
been made to tremble for their deare$t treasures, 
he raised his eyes to Heaven, exclaiming, " God, I 
thank thee !" and sinking on a chair, rested his 
head on Ella's shoulder and wept — ^the strong 
man wept. It was but a moment, however, that he 
thus yielded; befbre his friends could leave the 
apartment, with a mighty effort he had regained 
his self-cofnmand, and stood before them calm. 

" Forgive this weakness;" he said, as he rose 
from his chair ; " you know not — I knew not till 
now, how I love this child." 

^ gain he placed his hand upon her head and rais- 
ed his eyes to heaven; then advancing toward? Fred- 
eric, he gave him his hand, sa3ring, " From yo«, Mr. 
Stanley, I have to ask forgiveness for a graver fault. 
I was cold, distant, perhaps rude to you, when you 
had a claim to my highest praise and warmest 
thankSr You have pardoned me already," he added^ 
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with a smile, as Frederic shook his hand with as- 
Burances that ^' he owed him nothing ; that in stri- 
ving to rescue defenceless women from such a ter- 
rible fate, he had but done his duty— a duty which 
Lafitte's unexpected coiurtesy had rendered easy, 
and for which he had been amply rewarded al- 
ready in the safety of — of — ^' a glance towards 
Ella, which her father understood and .answcr^^d 
with a smile — " of the ladies." 

" We must not let you depreciate your own he 
roism, Mr. Stanley," said Mr. De Villars. " La- 
fitte's truly unexpected courtesy was, as he himself 
admitted, the effect of the admirable self-possession 
evinced by you." 

" Pray say no more, Mr. De Villars," exclaimed 
Frederic ; " such praise wiH make me forget my- 
self." 

" Besides," said Colonel Stanley, " I think fa- 
tigue and agitation will make Miss Manvers quite 
willing to dispense with our company for a time." 

He rose, but Mr. Manvers detained him, saying 
that he would not permit his friends to leave him 
so soon, unless they would promise to return and 
sup with him at 9 o'clock. They readily promised, 
and the father and daughter were left sdone to the 
' sweet interchange of the tenderest sympathies and 
most deeply-rooted affections of our nature. Pa- 
rent and child! other love may grow to a loftier 
height and spread its branches wider, but none 
strikes its root so deep in the heart as theirs. 

At a little before the appointed hour. Colonel 
Stanley and Mr. De Villars presented themselves 
at the apartment of Mr. Manvers^ and were wel- 
comed by that gentleman alone, fatigue having sent 
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Ella early to her pillow. To the inquiries of Mr. 
Manvers, Colonel Stanley replied that Frederic 
had been detained by some of his brother officers, 
who had already learned his arrival, but that he 
would follow them as soon as he could disengage 
himself. 

" Ella tells me," said Mr. Manvers, addressing 
himself to Mr. De Villars, " that young Macon also^ 
came on in the ship with you. Is his wound con- 
sidered dangerous ?" 

" Not immediately so ; but, from his continued 
feebleness, I fear greater internal injury has been 
sustained than his surgeons supposed. Poor young 
man ! he is much depressed, and, since his arrival 
here, almost frantic at the thought of war while he 
is unable to take a part in the game. He has ap- 
plied, through his friend Stanley, for early orders ; 
but I do not believe he will be fit for active service 
in months." 

" I grieve to hear it," said Mr. Manvers, earnest- 
ly, " I grieve to hear it ; and the more, because I 
have heard that his wound was received in my 
cause." 

" Received in your cause! that is a mistake," 
said Mr. De Villars. " The challenge was given 
by his. antagonist, Captain Granby, who had been 
violently assaulted by young Macon for his vilifi- 
cation of his friend Stanley, and gross misrepre- 
sentation of a fracas he had had with him. That 
fracas, I know, was on your account, for I was 
witness to a part of it, and had testimony as wor* 
thy of credence as my own eyes and ears for the 
remainder." 

" You amaze me," said Mr. Manvers. " I wish 
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j(m would tell me what occurred, if — if — ^" and h# 
glanced at Colonel Stanley. 

" Pray do not let me be any hinderance to the 
gratification of your curiosity, Manvers," said Col- 
onel Stanley, with a proud smile. " I am as curi- 
ous as you, and quite willing to hear anything 
which an honourable man like Mr< De Yillars can 
testify of my son." 

" He is wOTthy of all your confidence, sir," said 
Mr. De Yillars, with a bow to the colonel ; " and I 
have nothing to say of him which will not gratify 
a father's affection and excite a father's pride." 

" Well, well," exclaimed Mr. Manvers, impa- 
tient]^, " to your story — ^to your story, before the 
hero interrupts us." 

" You may well say * the hero ;' for such calm 
intrepidity as he evinced I never before witnessed ; 
such superiority to his own passions as well as 
those of others." Mr. De Yillars then, after a 
slight allusion to his own connexion with the po- 
litical opponents of Mr. Manvers, proceeded to nar- 
rate, with much less of detail than we used in giv- 
ing them to the reader, the circumstances that had 
occurred during Frederic's imwitting intrusion into 
the hotel appropriated to that party on the day of 
the election. 

" And to this dastardly coward poor Macon falls 
a victim !" ejaculated Mr. Manvers, as Mr. De Yil- 
lars concluded his recital with the noiseless and 
well-executed retreat of the gallant captain. 

" Nay," said Mr. De Yillars, " rather to his own 
nngovemed passions. Had he asserted his con- 
viction of Granby's falsehood, and demanded that 
he should retract the language so injurious to his 
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friend, I have no doubt his demand would have 
been complied with, and the disgraced man have 
been driven from New-Orleans ; but, unfortunately, 
Macon commenced by knocking him down. The 
duel has whitewashed Granby, though I shrewdly 
suspect he was forced into it at last by Kirkpatrick, 
and he is now received where he would not have 
dared before to show his face. But here comes 
our hero," he added, with a smile, as there was a 
quick footstep on the stairs, and then a rap at the 
door. 

He was right; it was Frederic, who entered 
with an apology for his delay, '' Though I hoped 
my &ther woidd prevent your waiting for m||" he 
added. 

" We have neither of us, I suspect, been con- 
scious that we were waiting," said Mr. Manvers, 
" we have been so well entertained by Mr. De 
YiUars, who has shown me that I have still farther 
cause than I knew of to-day to be grateful to you ; 
still farther injustice to be ashamed of. Can you 
forgive me for it all, Frederic ?" 

"Pray say no more of it, Mr. Manvers," said 
Frederic. " You know how dearly I value your 
good opinion ; if I am reinstated in that, I am sat- 
isfied.'- 

Frederic showed so sincere a desire to check 
all farther allusion to himself or his actions, that 
Mr. Manvers yielded, and said nothing more of his 
gratitude ; though he evinced, in the unrestrained 
cordiality of his manners, his high esteem and re- 
gard for his young friend. Perhaps there was no 
instance of this so 'much valued by Frederic as 
his ready accordance with a suggestion of Colonel 
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Stanley, that a visit he had promised for his daugh- 
ter as well as himself to H., should be made wUle 
Frederic was at home, "If," he added, "I can 
obtain leave of absence myself." 

" If your Congressional duties continue to ab- 
sorb your time as they have done," said Colonel 
Stanley, " I fear Miss Manvers will find her abode 
in Washington somewhat dull. I wish I could 
induce her to go with me to H., and remain with 
Mrs. Stanley and my daughter till you were at lib- 
erty to join her there." 

" You are very kind," said Mr. Manvers, thought- 
fully ; then, after a moment's silence, added, " It 
wo^ be a very agreeable arrangement to me, and 
if i4hi prevail on Ella to leave me so soon, I will 
acc^t it for her gratefully." 

Frederic's heart botmded; and often, ere he 
slept that night, had he pictured to himself Ella 
Manvers an inmate of his own home and the cher- 
ished companion of his mother and sister. The 
next morning dawned on him bright with enjoy- 
ment, yet brighter with hope. He made an early 
appearance in the breakfast-room. Mr. Manvers 
was not there. He soon entered, however, but 
wkhoQt his daughter. On inquiring for her, Fred- 
eric learned that she had taken her breakfast in 
her own apartment, but was so far recovered from 
her fatigye as to intend walking out with her fa- 
ther. Looking at his watch, Mr. Manvers added, 
" Her walk will be short, for I must look in at the 
Postoffice before going to the House. I expect a 
letter, which may require to be answered to-day, 
and I shall scarcely have time for that if I wait the 
movements of our letter-cairier " 
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^Permit me to inquire for your letters," said« 
Frederic. " I will bring them to you, either here 
or at the House, as soon as they arrive." 

" Thank you — thank you. You will oblige me 
by doing so, if it will not interfere with your own 
business.^' 

" No ; my only business in Washington is with 
the Secretary of the Navy, and I am told I cannot 
see him for some hours to come." 

It was but little after nine o'clock when the ar- 
rival of the Southern mail put Frederic in posses- 
sion of a packet for Mr. Manvers. He hastened 
back to the hotel, thinking to meet him there on 
his return from his walk. 

" Is Mr. Manvers in ?" he inquired of a waiter. 

" Yes, sir ; he has just gone up to his parlour 
with Miss Manvers." 

Frederic turned quickly away, and hurried up 
the stairs. Was it any design upon Ella's free- 
will — any determination to have at least a sight of 
her, that made him, after hesitating a moment, turn 
the latch of the door very gently, and enter without 
warning? If it was, he was quickly punished. 
Mr. Manvers and Ella were in the parlour, but the 
faces of both were averted from the door at which, 
he entered. Ella was still bonneted, and Mr. 
Manvers held his hat in his hand. He seemed al- 
ready to have bidden her adieu, and to be only 
lingering for those last words of which the heart 
finds so many when parting from those we love, 
even for an hour. 

" It disturbs me to leave you so long alone, El- 
la 1 do wish you would accept Stanley's invita 
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tioB," were tlie first words that fell on Frederic's 
ear. 

*' I do not Hiind being alone, papa," said EUa ; 
and Frederic thought her tcmes were tremulous, as 
from agitation. '< I do not mind being alone, papa ; 
but, if it dislJurbs you, send me anywhere — any- 
where but there." 

" Ella," said -Mr. Manvers, gravely, " for the first 
time in your life you seem to me unreascmable. 
Has young Stanley offended you ?" 

What would not Frederic have given to hear the 
answer to that question ? but honour forbade him. 
He had heard mo^ «alr6ady than he should have 
done — ^more than he would have done, had he not 
been stupified by surprise and chagrin. His hand 
was still on the unclosed door— he stepped out as 
noiselessly as he had entered — closed it carefully 
behind hun, and, rushing to his room, paced the 
floor for many minutes with a whirling brain and 
wildly-throbbing heart, " send me anywhere — any- 
where but there," sounding ever in his ears. At 
length his eye fell on the packet of letters still in 
his hand. He had promised to deliver them im- 
mediately, and, snatching his hat from the table, 
•be descended the stairs, left the hotel, and pro- 
ceeded towards the Capitol with the hurried move- 
ments that indicate an excited mind. He soon 
overtook the more deliberate Mr. Manvers. 

The very first glance at Frederic revealed to 
this gentleman his agitation, and he inquired, with 
interest, " What is the matter, Stanley ? What has 
happened ?" 

For many reasons Frederic had designed to tell 
Mr. Manvers what he had overheard in his unsus- 



d by Google 



WHICH MAKSa THS HfiJtO 1 195 

peeled visit ; yet it was with painAil agitation that 
he made his communication. 

"You say," observed Mr. Manvers, when he 
ceased to speak, " that you heard me ask Ella if 
you had offended her. Did you hear her ze« 
ply?" 

" I did not — I could not, though I would have 
given worlds to db so. My very anxiety restored 
Qie consciousness of the impropriety €>f my po- 
sition, of which surprise and grief had deprived 
me." 

" I wish you had heard it. She protested, even 
with vehemence, that you had done nothing to dis- 
please her ; that she was not displeased with you, 
but deeply grateful—" 

" Pray, Mr. Manvers, say nothing of your daugh- 
ter's gratitude — she owes me none," said Frederic, 
interrupting him. 

"For some minutes Mr. Manvers walked silently 
on ; then, turning ^suddenly to Frederic, he said, 
" Stanley, I cannot undertake to read a woman's 
heart, though the woman be my daughter ; but I 
will at least assure you that you have my warm 
friendship, and that, satisfied with the tests of 
character you have lately undergone, I should re 
joice to call you my son, without the probationary 
mree years of which I once spoke, were Ella's 
heart yours." 

" Thank you, my dear sir," said Frederic, as he 
grasped the hand of Mr Manvers with strong emo- 
tion. " I ought to find pleasure in such words ; 
but I can thidL at present only of my disappoint- 
ment." 

"And of your duties, Frederic." 
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" Yes, yes — ^my duties — ^I would not be unmind- 
fulofthem." 

'* That is right ; in their performance you will 
find the only stoble peace~-peace, independent of 
the accidents of life as well as of the caprices of 
others." 

" Do not use the word caprices in relation to 
your daughter," said Frederic, " for I am sure it is 
unjust. I doubt not that even now she is governed 
by pure and high principle." 

" Well, well, we will not talk of her now, but 
of your duties. You are to call on the Secretary 
of the Navy this morning. He is an old friend of 
mine, and I left on my table a note for him, which 
may make him more ready to grant any request 
you have to prefer. Get it, and take it with you. 
You will see no one in my room," added Mr. 
Manvers, as he observed something of reluctance 
in Frederic's countenance ; " Ella had retired to 
her own apartment before I left." 

Frederic thanked Mr. Manvers, and they separ- 
ated. 

Though, under the influ^ice of sudden and pain- 
ful surprise, Frederic Stanley had 3delded to his 
feelings and betrayed his agitation, his dominion 
over lumself had been only shaken, not overthrown. 
His habitual self-control was already resumed, and 
he proceeded towards the hotel with a deliberate 
step and thoughtful countenance, instead of the 
wildly excited manner with which he had left it. 
On the way he met his father, with whom he ar- 
ranged his proceedings for the morning, promising, 
after his interview with the secretary, to seek him 
at the GapitoL 



d by Google 



WHICH MAKB«( THE HERO? 197 

Long after his return to his room, Frederic 
obeyed the Divine mandate, " Commune with thy 
own heart and be still." Seating himself near a 
table, he leaned his arms upon it, and rested his 
head upon his clasped hands. Thus shutting out 
the actual world, he left the mind free to summon 
around it from the past, the present, or the future — 
from earth or heaven, all which might influence 
his decbion, or give him strength for its fulfilment. 
The thought of Ella as he had seen her at the 
bedside of the dying negro — as she had hovered a 
ministering spirit around her beloved grandmother — 
as she had stood in the island home of Lafitte, with 
all a woman's timidity, yet with a holy serenity, 
which had some influence even on her brutal cap- 
tors, making them more chary of their* defiling 
touch to her than to her less dignified companion. 
He thought of her in the first moments of recover- 
ed freedom, when her grateful offerings were pre- 
sented to Heaven and to him ; he remembered that 
from that time she had been distant and reserved 
to him, and he believed that he could read the 
heart which had been unintelligible to her father. 
He doubted not that in his sjrmpathy with her joy 
he had unveiled his heart, and that, seeing there a 
love which she could not return, she had consci- 
entiously striven to suppress its growth. And 
should he blame her for this 1 No ; it was a new 
claim upon his admiration. Should he cloud the 
brightness of her young life by the pain which a 
sensitive nature must experience in being even 
the unintentional cause of sorrow to another 1 No. 
He could not cease to love her, for in her he loved 
the good, and pure, and true ; and the love founded 
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on these is endaring, like themselves; But he 
would striye to cast out from his love all the dross 
of selfishness ; he would strire to be happy for her 
sake, and ho would rejoice in her happiness, how- 
soever or by whomsoever obtained. 

We have thus marked the course of Frederic'is 
thoughts ; but it must by no means be inferred that 
he arrived as rapidly as we have done at his de- 
sirable conclusion. At many points of his prog- 
ress towards it his mind experienced a painfm 
recoil ; and it was with severe contest, and with 
idl the aid which he could bring from his religious 
principles — from his faith in God as the kind as 
well as wise Disposer of events, that he was en- 
abled to rise from his two hours' silent revery 
again master of himself. But he did so rise, and * 
if his countenance and movements were less joy- 
ous and buoyant than they had been in the early 
mcmiing, they had acquired instead a serenity 
scarce less pleasing and more admirable. 

The chiming of the midday hour from a neigh- 
bouring clock had recalled Frederic to the claims 
of present duties, and he prepared himself for his 
visit to the Secretary of the Navy, endeavouring 
to dismiss from his mind, as he did so, all thoughts 
not connected with his official position. As he 
took from his portefeuilie the letters of Captain 
L. to the secretary which had been given to Ar^* 
thur and himself, he remembered the note of which 
Mr. Manvers had spoken, and went to seek it on 
his table. 

Having 1)een told lliat he vrould find no one in* 
the parlour, he, of course, made no aj^lication for 
admittance. Again the latch yielded to his touchy 
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the door c^ned noiselessly, and he stood once 
more within the room which had been the scene 
of his moming's disappointment, and before Ella 
Man VERS. 

Mr. Manvers had been correct in saying that 
Ella had gone to her own apartinent before ho left 
the hotel. He had been equally correct in sup- 
posing that she did not intend to leave it till his 
return ; but the desire to write a letter, the diffi- 
culty of getting at her own yet unpacked writing 
materials, the remembrance of the inkstand which 
stood on the table in the parlour, brought her there. 
As she approached the table, her eye rested on a 
note which lay upon it. Something in the address 
of this note seemed to attract her attention, for, 
taking it up, she seated herself, and, fixing her 
eyes upon it, sank into a revery almost as concen- 
trated as that of Frederic — :almost as concentrated, 
and quite as sad, for tears gathered in her eyes 
and rolled slowly down her cheeks: and thus 
Frederic found her. 

But for those tears, he would have retreated ere 
she had had time to see who was the intruder. 
As it was, he hesitated a moment ; she looked up ; 
their eyes met, and, uttering his name in 2xl accent 
of surprise, Ella rose, blushing and confused, «nd 
advanced towards the opposite door. As she rose, 
the note she had held fell on the floor. Frederic 
picked it up, and his own name on it met his 
glance. That name, her attitude — ^her tears — did 
not these prove him correct in his understanding 
of her feelings ? did they not prove that she sor- 
rowed for his sorrow? He would tell her all; 
tell her of his conflict and his victory ; tell her thai 
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he had found in his regard for her a new impulse 
to well-doing ; that, if that regard had caused him 
some pain, it had opened to him new soiurces of 
moral strength and of pure and serene enjoyment. 
We talk of the lightning's flash : it scarce express 
es the rapidity of thought when stimulated by in- 
tense emotion. Ere Frederic had raised the note 
from the floor, his resolution had been taken, and 
Ella's ejaculation of his name was answered with, 
*' Miss Manvers, leave me not thus, I entreat you. 
Sufier me to say a few words to you before we part 
for many years, perhaps forever." Ella paused 
irresolutely, and he proceeded rapidly. 

" I heard accidentally this morning your refusal 
to visit my home. I now And you in tears. I be- 
lieve I understand both the refusal and the sorrow," 

Had Frederic been less absorbed by his own 
emotion, he might have wondered at that which 
was evinced in the face before him. The tears 
were dried on the crimson cheeks ; the head, 
which had been bent down with painful confusion 
from the moment of his entrance, was elevated , 
and there was in the dilated eyes an expression of 
pride far removed from their usual softness. But 
Frederic saw not all this, and he continued : 

" Your father's commands have till now prevent- 
ed any intentional exp];ession of my feelings, but I 
can well believe that they have not been concealeC 
from you. You have perceived my admiration — 
my love ; and, with a freedom from all coquetry 
which elevates you still more in my esteem, you 
have endeavoured to repress by your reserve feel- 
ings to which you could not respond. You would 
not run the risk of increasing those feelings by an 
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intimacy which an abode of weeks under the same 
roof would have rendered inevitable ; and now the 
tears which were on your cheeks when I surprised 
you are witnesses to your compassionate sympathy 
with the disappointment — the sorrow — ^you have 
innocently caused. Is it not so ?" 

Frederic paused, though scarce expecting any 
. other answer than the assent which silence gives , 
but, bending still Tower and lower the face from 
which its unusual aspect of pride had long since 
passed away, Ella said, almost in a whisper, " Oh 
no, Mr. Stanley ! I — I did not know — ^" she stop- 
ped abruptly, as if unaljle to proceed. 

" No !•' exclaimed Frederic, " no ! why, then, this 
sorrow ? why, then, your refusal this morning ?" 

Pretty egotistical this, Mr. Stanley, that you 
should suppose they must have reference, in some 
way, to you. But Ella did not seem to perceive 
his egotism, or, at least, to be angry at it ; for she 
answered as gently as before, " I-^I did not know 
that — ^that — ^you wished me to go to H." 

" Did not know that I wished you to go ! was 
ray heart, indeed, so well disguised ? Now, then, 
Ella, that you do know how very much I wish it — 
that you know all my wishes, will you go ?" 

Whether Ella consented immediately, or whether 
she required farther solicitation, we know not ; but 
she did consent not only to go to H.. but some day 
or other, with her father's permission, to change 
the name of Ella Manvers for Ella Stanley, which 
we do not ourselves think half so euphonious. 

It was about one o'clock that Mr. Manvers, 

availing himself of an unexpected opportunity for 

escape from Uie House of Representatives, deter- 

16 * 
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mined to spend the hour of freedom with Ella, oi 
whose loneliness he had thought with painful re 
gret more than once during the morning. On his 
way he met Colonel Stanley looking out for his 
son, and wondering at his delay. In order that he 
might have the more time for Ella, Mr. Manvers 
called a carriage. "Step in, colonel," said he 
when it drew up in obedience to his signal. "We 
will drive round by the Navy Department, and pick 
up your laggard." 

Colonel Stanley, after a moment's hesitation 
complied, and they drove round by the Navy Dd 
partment, but they did not pick up Frederic. They 
found him in Mr. Manvers's parlour. He was 
alone. 

" Why, Frederic," said Colonel Stanley, as he 
perceived him, " I thought you promised to meet 
me at the Capitol when you had seen the secre- 
tary?" 

" You must excuse me, father," said Frederic , 
" I have been so much engaged that I really for- 
got it." 

" Well, Frederic, what does he say ?" asked Mr. 
Manvers, he, of course, standing for his friend the 
secretary. 

" She says she will go to H.," replied Frederic. 

" Who \ the secretary will go to H. ?" 

" Oh, no," stanmiered Frederic, colouring, and 
becoming more and more inextricably conAised; 
" I have not seen the secretary — I meant Ella." 

" Ella !" exclaimed Mr. Manvers ; " and, pray, 
have you found out her reasons {(x refusing to go 
this morning ?" 

" She did not know that I wished her to go." 
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Colonel Stanley and Mr. Manvers looked at each 
other, and their irrepressible laughter aroused the 
half-dreaming Frederic. He joined their laugh, 
though against himself, amd then, with graceful and 
manly frankness and feeling, claimed the congrat- 
ulations of Ella's father and his own. From both 
he received them, made with earnest affection. 

When alone with Colonel Stanley, Frederic re- 
vealed to him all the incidents of the morning, and 
not only its incidents^ but its feelings — ^his first 
abandonment to the bitterness of his disappointment 
— ^his long, resolute, and prayerful struggle with and 
conquest over himself, and the serenity which he 
had reaped from that conquest, even while yet he 
believed that the affection he most desired to obtain 
could never, be his. 

" Frederic," said Colonel Stanley, when he had 
heard it all, " I am rejoiced that you have been sub- 
jected to this trial. You now know that there is 
no emotion of our nature over which a spirit at 
once prayerful and resolute may not obtain the 
mastery." 

For this lesson it has been that we have dwelt 
somewhat longer on this portion of Frederic Stan- 
ley's history than may to some persons have seem- 
ed desirable. We have exhibited the strength of 
his affection — the brightness of his hopes — the 
depth of his despondency, that each who reads may 
feel that, whatever be lus trials, for him, too, there 
is, through God's help, victory and peace. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

** Aad yotir experiesoe makes you sad. I had Ta^r hara & fool to 
make me merrf uiaa ezperienct to make me sad ; and to travel for 'a^ 
too.**— Shakspsaeb. 

Mr. Manvers accompanied Frederic to the of- 
fice of the Secretary of the Navy, but his friendly 
interest was not needed there. The high com- 
mendations of Captain L. secured the approbaticm 
of the secretary for his late midshipmen, and he 
readily promised to do all that he could, consist- 
ently with the rights of others, for the promotion 
of their interests and the gratification of their 
wishes. 

To this promise, in Arthur's case, was appended 
a condition that he would pledge himself, should 
his health continue feeble, not to accept an ap- 
pointment to the performance of whose duties he 
felt himself unequal. The secretary added, that 
the prospect of a war rendered it more than ever 
important that, in making appointments, those 
should be preferred who cotdd best serve the 
country. 

The business which had brought him to Wash^ 
ington thus completed, Frederic Stanley did rjot 
suffer his own happiness to make him unmindfil 
of his friend. The day after his interview with 
the secretary he was on his way to Baltimore, 
leaving his father still in Washington, where he 
would probably be detained a week longer, when 
t^Ua had promised to accompany hun to H. 
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Arthur was impatient to be lU home, suad no delaf 
was made in Baltimore after Frederic's arrival 
there. 

Their journey homeward was slow, for the 
stage-coach or packet-sloop was then the best mode 
of public travelling in the interior of the United 
States. But, though slow, it was pleasant. They 
recognised the scenes through which they had 
passed, six years before, with minds all specula- 
tion — ^hearts all hope. I& the prominent features 
of those scenes — the frequent village or town — the 
rivers gliding between steep and rocky banks — the 
hills covered with ripening grain — they recognised 
those to which their childhood had been accus- 
tomed, and which commanded their observation 
the more from their contrast with the low, marshy 
shores and majestic, but wild and interminable 
forests of the South. How many half-extinguished 
memories were awakened by these scenes ! The 
spell of home was upon them. It aroused many 
tender and joyful thoughts in the minds of both ; 
but m ihe light of Arthur^s spuit there was a shad- 
ow. He was going back, a feeble sufferer, to 
rest again upcm the mother who should now have 
found support in him. But this was not all. He 
felt that to his own rashness he owed his present 
suffering ; but, again, this was not all. 

There are moments in which the questions. For 
what have we lived ? What have been the results ? 
What are the aims of our being ? force themselves 
upon us, and compel us to respond. This, to Ar 
thur Macon, was such a moment, and the response 
which his heart uttered occasioned him both hu- 
miliation and pain. He had lived for himself; the 
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aims of his being had been uncertain and varying 
as his impulses : its results a few hours of pleas- 
ure, whose memory was, at best, a blank — some- 
times, alas! a blot. He felt that in all which 
makes the true nobility of man — the lofty pur- 
pose — the tlrm resolve — ^the steadfast pursuit — ^he 
was wanting. Why was it so ? he asked himself. 
Why was it ihat his younger and not more gifted 
companion was yet more a man than he ? These 
thoughts were expressed to Frederic one evening, 
when they had both been sitting long in thoughtful 
silence on the deck of a vessel in which they 
were approacldng Philadelphia. " Why are these 
things so, Frederic?" asked Arthur. "I do not 
think it can be a fault of my nature ; for in my 
boyhood I seldom found an equal either in mental 
or physical exercises — seldom an equal — never 
a conqueror. You know," he continued, more 
lightly, " that I whipped you in our first and only 
battle." 

" Yes, Arthur," replied Frederic ; " and that de- 
feat was worth more to me than twenty victories 
would have been. I was led by that defeat to ask 
myself what constituted true manliness — ^what ele- 
vated the man into the hero— and, guided by my 
father, I arrived at the conclusion that it was not 
conquest over others, which must often be decided 
by circumstances having no connexion with per- 
sonal merit, but self-conquest. He who rules 
others, said my father, one day, to me, may be 
admired — he only is admirable who rules him- . 
self." 

Arthur was silent for a few minutes ; then, turn- 
ing with a smile to Frederic, said, " But suppose 
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one has acquired this rule over himself — has got 
the helm in his own hands — how shall he know 
what course to steer ?" 

" By studying the chart V 

« The chart ! where shall that be found ?** 

" In the Bible — ^the chart which Grod himself has 
laid down for man." 

Letters from our travellers announcing their 
approach nad been received in H. several days 
before they arrived. Mrs. Macon had prepared ev- 
er3rthing which tenderness could suggest for the 
comfort of her invalid, and awaited his coming 
with a heart in which joy and sorrow held divided 
empire. She had calculated the days which would 
be occupied on his journey, and on the last of these 
she watched the flight of hours, minutes, seconds ; 
listened to the roll of every passing carriage, and 
walked from window to window of her house over- 
looking the street by which he would approach. 
The afternoon was fading into mellow evening, 
when she saw a carriage draw near. Her heart 
throbbed painfully ; the carriage stopped ; and, 
overpowered by agitation, she leaned for support 
against the window through which she was gazing. 
A young man opened the door and sprang out. 
Could that be Arthur ? No ; the mother could not 
see, for a mist was before her eyes, but she felt it 
was not. But the steps are lowered ; a feeble and 
emaciated fonn slowly and painfully approaches 
the door of the coach, and, with the assistance of 
his companion and the coachman, descends the 
steps. Leaning heavily upon the first, he enters 
the house — turns into the room from which she has 
been unable to "move — ^totters to a sofa, and as, habf 
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fainting, he sinks upon it, whispers, ^ My mother V 
Her arms are around him; his head sinks upon 
the bosom which was his earliest pillow ; the hand 
whose soft touch he felt in his fever dreams lov- 
ingly puts back the hair from his sunken temples, 
and, as Frederic considerately withdraws, he hears 
the deep heaved sob of manhood mingling with the 
soothing accents, " My beloved Arthyr— my own, 
my only son !" 

Man of sin and of sorrow— -of broken hopes and 
bitter memories — ^if earth still holds for thee a 
mother's love, despond not ; rather rejoice and be 
thankful. 

In another house in H. there have been prep- 
arations for a returning wanderer^ and joyful — all 
joyful — anticipations. In this house a mother and 
daughter are seated together. They too have 
drawn near a window which overlooks the street, 
and though they still strive to employ themselves, 
the mother with her needle, the daughter with a 
book, from which she reads aloud, their eyes are 
often on the window. At length the young girl 
lays her book aside. " Mother, I can read no lon- 
ger. If he is coming to-day, he must be here soon 
— very soon." The mother answers not ; her eyes 
are riveted on an approaching carriage. It stops. 
The girl springs to the door. Opens it, and is clasp- 
ed in a brother's eager embrace. " My brother !" 
" Mary, my dear sister !" are their only words ; and, 
while she leans against the door weeping for joy, 
he passes quickly on, and enters the apartment at 
the window of which he had seen his mother. In 
an instant he is kneeling at her side. " Mother ! 
bless me^ mother ; for, with God'|;^elp, 1 have kept 
my pledge." 
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The mother glides from her seat upon her knees, 
and, clasped in those beloved arms, and resting her 
heiad upon that manly bosom, exclaims, " Father^ I 
thank thee ! bless thou my son !" 



CHAPTER XXII. 

*' A garland for the heroes crest, 
Ajui twined by her he lovei the bett.''-*ScoTT. 

And now, having guided back to the sanctuary 
of home those whose course from childhood to 
manhood we have traced in the preceding pages, 
we might leave them there, did we not flatter our- 
selves that they have excited sufficient interest in 
the mind of the reader to make him desirous of 
learning the eflects on their fortunes of the war 
then so near. For information on this subject, a 
rapid sketch will suffice. 

The Secretary of the Navy remembered and 
fulfilled his promises. In less than a month Arthur 
and Frederic received the orders they had solicited. 
No time was lost in obeying them. Arthur had 
recruited so rapidly under the healing influence of 
home, that none but his mother thought him veri/ 
wrong in accepting his appointment. The friends 
went together to a new ship and a new commander. 
They were fortunate — their ship was one among 
the first to meet the enemy, and prove that, gallant 
and skilful as Britons are, they are yet not invin- 
cible. In this action both Arthur M«con and 
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Frederic Stanley so distinguished themselves that 
their nanfbs were mentioned with honour in thd 
official report made by their conunander, and they 
received, in consequence, their commissions as 
lieutenants. But even here, in this bright hour of 
his life, when he seemed within r^ach of the hon- 
our and command which his soul coveted, the evil 
spirit to whose dominion Arthur had submitted 
unresistingly from his boyhood, asserted his su- 
premacy and blasted his hopes. 

We have said that his commander was a stranger. 
He was a just, but stem man, and less disposed 
than Arthur's old friends. Captain B, and Captain 
L., to overlook or to excuse the rash acts into 
\vhich his violent and uncontrolled temper too 
frequently led him. More than once he had given 
to these acts dignified and severe, though merited 
rebuke ; and when delivering to Arthur his com- 
mission, he mingled with his praise of the courage 
that had gained it, reproval of the insubordinate 
spirit so often manifested, and which, if not quelled 
now, would render him wholly unfit for the com- 
mand delegated to him. At this period the ship 

was lying at the navy-yard at — , hastily refitting 

for another cruise. The incensed Arthur, blind to 
all but the gratification of his resentment, request- 
ed, perhaps we should rather say demanded, to be 
detached from her. He was gratified, but a letter 
from his commander to the secretary gave such an 
account of the transaction as greatly lessened the 
favour his gallantry had procured him at the de- 
partment. For many months his solicitation for 
sea service was vain. At length, the application 
of Captain B. procured for him Drders to his ship; 
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but he was never again so fortunate as to enioun- 
^ter the enemy, while the ship he had^o hastily 
left was twice afterward engaged, capturing her 
antagonist once, and once executing a retreat from 
a force more than treble her superior, with such 
masterly skill and coolness as rendered it not less 
admirable than a victory. On both these occasions 
Frederic Stanley received from his rigidly just 
commander the highest plaudits for the manifesta- 
tion of a coolness and self-possession rarely found 
in so young a man, however brave. He was again 
promoted, and, as a proof of the high estimation in 
which his qualities and his services were held by 
government, the intermediate grade was overpass- 
ed, and he left his ship to take a command himself, 
with the highest rank attainable in our naval ser- 
vice — ^that of post-captain. 

It is the 21st of May, 1815. Peace has been 
declared for months — troops have been disbanded . 
— ^vessels laid by, and soldiers and sailors who 
have escaped the sword and the cannon are daily 
returning to their homes, to reap the rewardt of 
their gallantry in the applause of their country a»d . 
the proud affection of those who make home dear. 
A busy day is this 21st of May in H., for one of 
the noblest of her sons, whose career has beea as 
fortunate as meritorious, is to-day to receive in 
public a testimonial of the approbation of his na- 
tive state, bestowed on him by the unanimous vote » 
of her Legislative Assembly. 

The hour has almost arrived, and in a spacious 
room many hundreds of persons are collected to 
witness the interesting ceremony. Old age, with 
bending form and sUver hairs — ^manhood, with 
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tboughtfiil brow — and youth, with eye of fire, are 
there, ^ittsman, too, sheds the light of her smile 
upon the scenes Among these hundreds there is 
but one whose face is shadowed with gloom — but 
<me who does not seem to^ feel himself honoured 
in the honour of his townsman. This one has 
taken his stand in the remote comer of the room. 
His dark hair hangs dishevelled over a frowning 
brow, his eyes are cast down, and his countenance 
that of one busied rather with the inner than the 
outer world. 

Some one in his neighbourhood whispers, " That 
is Lieutenant Macon." Yet he wears a plain 
citizen's dress, for Arthur feels to-day as if the uni- 
form and single epaulet of a lieutenant were a dis- 
grace. 

But ladies are entering, who attract even more 
attention than the beautiful are wont to do in such 
a scene. One of these is a matron, in whom a 
noble countenance and graceful carriage prolong 
the charm of youth. She leads the way, and is 
followed by her younger companions, linked arm 
in arm, like sister graces. Would you know who 
they are ? The elder lady is Mrs. Stanley. Ex- 
cept that her cheek is paler than usual, there }» 
little sign about her of peculiar emotion. She 
neither seeks nor avoids the eyes of others . Should 
she yield to her feelings, we think she would look 
upward to the Heaven which has made her so joy- 
ful a mother. One of the younger ladies — she who 
walks with her head erect, and looks around hei 
with a proud eye, is Mary Stanley. She inherits 
much of her mother's beauty, yet she is scarcely 
so lovely as her companion, whose soft ha^el eye 
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was lowered beneath the fiidt f l2lj[\ce.-]>^eh she 
encountered on entering, yfhmey€ry\ewA^8 wear 
a crimson flush where her sunpfPingrots' permit 
ihem to be seen, and whose whole countenance 
beams with the sunshine of a pure and happy heart. 
This lady is Ella Stanley — ^a name for which, but 
a few weeks since, she relinquished that of Ella 
Manvers. 

But the " most potent, grave, and reverend sig- 
niors" who have been commissioned to express the 
thanks of the state, and to convey her gift to her 
honoured son, have entered and taken their places 
— and hark ! the appointed hour strikes ; and, as 
the door again opens, a band of music commence 
the inspiriting strain, " He comes — the conquering 
hero comes." 

Animated by one spirit, the multitude rise as one 
man, and turn their eager glances on a group ad- 
vancing slowly towards the elevated platform, on 
which sat the representatives of the state. Fore- 
most of that group comes one in whom the vigour 
of manhood has not yet displaced the elastic grace 
of youth. Truth and honour sit enthroned on his 
open brow. His eye is bright, and his face glows 
with mingled modesty and pleasure. He wears 
the uniform of a post-captain in the navy of the 
United States. Near him, in the costume of a 
general in the American army, walks one who 
might be taken for his elder self. Among the 
others who accompany him we Mpcognise our old 
acquaintance, Mr. Manvers. He soon withdraws 
from them. The rest advance. They ascend the 
platform. Captain Stanley is presented by the 
mayor of H to the delegates, who have risen to 
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receive him. Qne of their number steps forward, 
and, raish||r ^ costl3^nd splendid sword from the 
table befcm hi(p fuidresses him with feeling and 
eloquence, presenting him the sword as a testimony 
of the gratitude of the state to one who " had done 
honour to her character and protected her institu* 
tions." And now Captain Stanley replies, and so 
deep is the hush, that, though he speaks not loud- 
ly, not a syllable is lost in tbe remotest part of the 
building. Even where Arthur Macon stands he is 
heard, for see — his cheek suddenly flushes — ^his 
eye kindles. What moves him thus? Listen! 
'* On the brightness of this day, sir, there is but 
one shadow — the regret that all who were in arms 
for their country had not equal opportunities for 
manifesting the valour and the patriotism which 
animated them — especially that one, a fellow- 
townsman and long companion in arms, less fortu- 
nate, but not less deserving, stands not by my 
side." There is a softened feeling at Arthur Ma- 
con's heart, such as the disappointed and imbitter. 
ed man has not known for long. But the flush 
fades from his cheek as he shakes his head and 
mutters, " Ay, less fortunate, because less deserv- 
ing." 

The imposing ceremony is over. Frederic 
Stanley gives one rapid glance to his mother 
and sister, suffers his eye to rest a moment longer 
on his happy wife, and turns to look for Arthur 
Macon. He HfMs already leaving the building. 
Frederic advanced towards him, all, as his object 
was perceived, making way for him. He over- 
took him, and passing his arm through his with 
an affectionate greeting, walked on with him for 
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some distance, coayersiqg in low tones. At 
length, as they were about.;to part, Fred|^ric said, 
" I shall see you at this diiin'er to-day." 

With a sudden knitting of the brow, Arthur 
answered quickly, "No, no, Frederic, I cannot 
be there." 

Frederic looked grieved. 

" Do not think, Frederic, that I anj jealous oi 
your success. Had it been as you kindly said 
to-day — ^hrfd I been only less fortunate, not less 
deserving than yourself, I should have enjoyed 
your welcome — your honour as my own ; but it is 
the consciousness of demerit that depresses me — 
it is the knowledge, Frederic, that I lost the op- 
portunity of conquering others by failing to conquer 
myself." 

" Then, Arthur, dear Arthur, begin to strive for 
that nobler victor]^ to-day. Conquer to-day, for 
my sake, the feelings which would forbid me to 
see the friend of my boyhood, the brother of my 
heart, by my side." 

Arthur's eyes glistened as he looked into his 
friend's earnest, anxious face, and suddenly grasp- 
ing Frederic's hand, he exclaimed, " True friend, 
you deserve the effort, and I will make it. I will 
be there." 

Arthur Macon was tnefe, and with this good 
omen for the future we take our leave of him. 
His past life has proved that nature and fortune 
shower their gifts in vain on him who is not lord 
of himself. Should he henceforth strive for this 
dominion, though fearful must be his struggle with 
impulses so long untamed, for him, too, we pre- 
dict, " with God's help, victory and peace." 
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M^e would not have our readers take their last 
look oT.IVed^ric Stanley amid the glare of public 
applause and public display, fcnr not in these did 
he find hlA best reward. This was enjoyed in tho 
calm pleasures and pure affections of his home — 
in the reverent love of her who had " committed 
her gentle spirit to his to be directed** — in the 
holy tenderness and proud reliance of Hi&er 
mother, sister, friend. These affectimis were 
peaceful, because they were trusting — their bright- 
ness veiled by no cloud of doubt — their repose 
broken by no wave of passion. 

Reader, wouldst thou build for thyself such a 
home? Remember that its foundations must be 
laid on just and true principles, and its keystone, 
without which all would be incomplete and inse- 
cure, must be Sblf-Mastert. . 



THE BWD. 
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